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THE WHITETHROAT 


I llEVnc the U hi tc throat sing 

Last eve at twilight when li e wind was deed, 

AnJ her sled bosom and her fur smooth head 
Vibrated, raffling, and her olive wing 
Trembled So softhcr song was that u seemed 
As though in wmiknng through the copse at noon, 
She must hive found the hoi) bough t\ here dreunc I 
The dig staid- Nightingale 
And, listening must Irtre oaerheud too soon 
The dim rehearsal of that golden tale 
Hint greets the laggard moon 

Kit through the imitative strain 
Between cadi gentle cadence, md again 



TifE nmrmso-iT 


When tho'e clear notes «hc tried, for which her throat 
Was not «o capable as tun, 

I joyed to hear her own peculiar note 
Through all the muse float. 

And when the gentle song that streamed away 
Ltl e some enamoured nvuiet that flo vs 
Under a night of leaves and flowenng may 
Died on the stress of its own love!) pain. 

Even as it died awnv, 

It s<“TOed as if no influence could res nan 
The notes from welling m the Whitethroals brain 
Bo* with the last faint chords, on flattering wing 
She ro*e, until sle Dung in sunset air, 

\ little v-ay sheioae, as if her cate 

Were all to reach the heaven., her radiant goal, 

Then sank. among th" leaves. 

Bathetic 1 tth. no strvmgth to sing 
And wasted puuoas far too weal to beat 
The body’s weight that mars the singing soul. 

In wild oiao der, s»“* her bo^om heave* ’ 

Scarcely, with quivering plumes 



rue wmrrTintoAT 


SI e tune the sparse bough of that tulip-tree, 
Wl'P'e leases unfinished ape I cr faulty song, 
IVhwo n) st c Ron cis her delicate nnns’relsj 
Bat, harl 1 hot her neb throat resumes 
Its Men tmisn,, and U e garden blooms 
Around her, and the doner that umled long, 
The ' ast magnolia, tends its ro'cile hush, 
And opens to the dusk, 
t)hour ant song emosl n flic hay's heel ne 
Ah 1 pulsing Iie-itl of mine, 
riVtered beyond all judgment b) del^ht, 
Tins pleasing harrnom, tin gentle light. 

This soft and cncr-atmg breeze of Rovers, 
Tins magic miecliamtrr of the night 
ith flond tapestry of tie light hours 
Is this enough for thee 5 
Lo | from the summit of Ihe tulip tree 
The enamoured Whitathroat ansnered “T u I 
And once again, with jms ion and the stress 
Of t! oughts too tender and too sid to he 
Enshrined in any melody she knew 



THE WHITCTHROAT 


She ro-e into the air. 

And then, oppressed with pom too \ een to hear, 

Her last notes faded ns she downward flew 

And she was sd*nt But the mgnt came on , 

A whisper rose among the gi mt trees. 

Between tbeir quivenng topmost boughs there shone 
The liquid depths of moonlight tinted air , 

By 'low devices 

The darkness crept upon me ant rare. 

The enchanted silence of the hoars of den 
Pell like a mystic presence more and more, 

Awing the senses Then 1 Kntv , 

Tut scarcely heard, thrilled through to the brain’s core. 
The shrill firs* prelude of triumphant song. 

Cleaving the tv ilight Ah’ we do tnee wrbng, 
Unequalled Philomela, while thy voice 
\\ c hear not , every genie cong and char 
‘■'•cm* v orthy of thee to oar poor noonday choice 
But Then th, true fierce mjsic, full of pain, 

And wounded memory, and the tore aus'ere 



THF WHITE-THROAT 


Of antique passion, fills our hearts ngun, 

\\ e wand at our light and frivolous tat 

Ml 1 hov, they insner from the woodland glades 1 

Hon deep and nch the wives of music pour 

On night s enchanted shore 1 

From snr lit alleys where the elm tree shades 

The hire s smooth leverets Irom the moon’s distress, 

riom pools ill silvered ocr, 

Where water bads their petals lipw irJ press, 
Vibrating with the song, ind sbr, and shed 
Their inmost perfume o’er tliur shining l>ed, 

^ ca, from each copse I heir a bird, 

As by a more thin mortal woe undone, 

Stttg, as nq other creature cter sang. 

Since through the Fhrjgian forest Atjs heard 
His wild compeers come fluting one by one, 

Till all the silent uplands rang and rang 



THE RETURN OF THE SWALX-OVi S 

" OliT in the msadov- the j oung gras= spring*, 
Shivering vth «ap," said the larhs, " nod we 
Shoo' into ait with oar strong young mugs. 
Spindly up 01 er le^el and lei ; 

Cotne, 0 srallcm and Cj nth u» 

\o" Uia horizon- uc luminous ' 

Spreading and Vine. ling is infinite 1 ” 

Far an > by the sea m the south, 

The h IL o'oli.c -id *loj“n of fun 
VI .ten i"d gUr> o ‘V- sun’s long droatb, 
tn J u the htavcis that V-am and barn 
ird sit fl « sn-lltrri w ere g-tbered lh~rc 



tiif KrruR,’ or rat s» allows 


Flitting limit in the fngmt nr, 

Awl heard no wind fr tn Ini s, lu' [ie,\ 
Hashing under the Winding blue 

OiAl of 'he deflhs of their '.ofi nth throats 
Languid!) fluted the ilmishc;., and said 
“ Musical thought m the mild air floats, 

Spring is coming and u inter is dead ’ 

Come, 0 Swallows and stir the mr, 

Tor the buds are all bursting univ aic 
And flu, drooping casts and flic elm trees tong 
To hear the sound of >our low sweet song " 

Our the roofs of the white Aiglets, 

Hash eg 1 ) jt’ado' J" 'he IngH bomr, 

I htted the swallows, and not one hears 
The call of the thrushes from for, front far , 
Sighed lhc thrushes , Ihtn, alt at once, 

Beohe out singing the old sweet tone", 

Singing the bridal of sap and shoot. 

The trees slow life between root and fruit 



TPE KfTVSX Of TJ3£ iU’ALLOn’S 


Bat ju=t wnen tne aingles of April Sobers 
Shine with the earliest daffodils, 

'Vfhen, before snnnre, the cold dear corns 
Gleam with a promuc that noon r nlfils — 

Deep in the leafage thi- cad oo cried, 

Perched on a spray bj a millet side, 

Swallows, O SnaDow*, come bad again, 

To s*ioop, and herald the Apnl run. 

And omethmg a*ohe in the slumbering heart 
Of the ahen buds in thtir African air, 

And they paused, and alighted and twittered ap^it. 
And met -n the broad wh-ve dreamy square, 

And the sad slave vom_n, vho 1 fted up 
F'om She f r e'liai" he- broad bpped carihtn cap 
^•ud to herself, with i weal} sigh 
■ To morrow the «wallorss writ witt'is.a'd fly ’ ’ 



the apotheosis or st dorothy 

A Munr ' narjcnng from the cut, 

A SMnl mmirolitclj white, 

I stw in hoi} drc mi 1 ist night, 

" ho rode upon a milk white beast , 

Across the woods her Jiadou fell. 

And wrought i strange and silent spell. 
Amrvie 

1\ tli ‘i-ra set e,E5, "ml ck'u^cless <ict, 

She pissed the atics one bj one , 

Her hair n is coloured like tlie sen, 

And shed a glotj round the phci , 

Where cr she came, she uis so Cur, 

That men fell down and worshipped there 
In silent pra><.r 



THE RETURN OF THE SWALLOWS 


But just when the dingles of April flowed 
Shine with the earliest daffodils, 

\\ hen, before sunrise, the cold dear hod” 
GW'Mth a promise that noon fulfils* 

Deep in the leafage the cucl-oo cncd, 

Perched on a spray by a rivulet side. 

Swallows, O Swallows, come bach ag a ‘ n i 
To swoop, and herald the April run 

And something awoke in the slumbering heart 
Of the alien birds in their Afr can air, 

And they paused, and alighted, and twittered apart, 
And met in the broad white dream) squ ire, 

And the sad slave woman, who lifted up 
From the fountain her broad lipped earthen cup 
Said to herself, with a i eary s gh, 

* To morrow the swallows will northward fly !” 



THE APOTHEOSIS OT ST DOROTHY 

A MAlOtA wondering from the Ms*, 

•V saint immaculately white, 

I suv m hoi} dream last night, 
tt ho rode upon a null, while beast , 

Across the floods her shado\, fell, 

And \\ sought n strange and silent 'pell, 

A miracle 

With firm set eyes, and change! face, 

She passed the cities one by one , 

Km hart coloured hhc the ^uit 
/ vd shed a g'oty jwyJ the p'ace , 

Where cr she come, she was so fair 
That men fell down and worshipped there 
In silent prayer 



THE u PO Tii EOS IS OF ST DOFOTUi 


Vr 3 ever in her s-cred hands 
She bore a qn..mtly curen pyv, 

0 f serpentine cad sardoayv, 

Th** voider o r tho='* eastern lani. , 

TThcraa nue lad, preserved m myrrh. 
The gifts of va-e cad tronfer 
She bore with htr 

And after tnary U~\» sh“ came 
To that high moan tain where are 1/alt 
The lovers <? S-r-n», carved ana gilt 
\nd Ljbio"*^! like thin spires of £_me 
Then like a traveller coming hem-’ 

She M h*r mi'a-e-xd palfrey roam 
And Upward clomb 

Oh then rcethoaght the tnrrels tang 
Vi i Ji jhoatmg ;oyo_» ooltimdes, 

And thioegh the tTrmnl in crlcdss 
O choral hctls, ia played and sang 
S.cn— clco-ne, trace the world ham been 



THF APOTHEOSIS OF ST 


DOR0THI 


To singer, prophetess or queen, 
Was ncier seen. 

The golden gates were opened wide. 
The city seemed a lake of light. 

Tot cfcrysopns and chrysolite 
" ere " for * alls on ca cry side 
Without the town nas meet for a,ar, 
But inwardly each bolt and Inr 
Shone like a star 

Then while I wondered, all the sky 
^bo\e the city broke in light, 

And opined to my startled sight 

The hcaacns immeasurably high 
A glorious effluence of air. 

And shining ether pure an 1 rare 
Dnincly fair 

And rising up amid the spies, 

I saw the -ainUy maiden go 



TUT APOTHEOSIS OF ST DOXOTili 


In splendour 111 c new fallen snow, 
That robs the sun rise of its fires , 

So pure, so beautiful she w os. 

And rose like. vapour) clouds that pas = 
From dewy grass 

Between hcT hands, the pyx of gold 
She held up like an offering sent 
To Him, who holds the firmament 
And made the starry lvorld of old , 

It glimmered like the golden star 
That shines on Christmas eve afar, 
Where shepherds arc 

And clouds of ingels, choir on choir, 
Bowed out of hca\ cn to welcome her. 
And poured upon her Bird and myrrh. 
And bathed her fore! ead in white fire, 
And waved in air their gTaaous wings, 
And smote their kindling viol strings 
In choral rings 



A vision just before he dies, 

Cnrf„ p0 , cslni|li£jisto ^^ 
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LUNG IN THE GRA&S 
ToT H 

Between two golacn tufts of summer frass, 

I sec the world through ho' air a» through gbs. , 
And by my face sweet lights and colours pcs» 

Before me, dark. against the fading sk}, 

I watch three mowers mowing, as I l< e 
With brawny arms they sweep in harmony 

Brown Eflgli-h faces by the sen burnt red, 

T&ich growing cD T our on bare throat and head. 

My heart would leap to watch them, were I dead ' 

bed in m> strong young !mng a; I lie, 

1 seem to more with th-m in hanno^J. — 

A fourth is mo-mg, and the fourth -ra I 



LVT\G n THE GR 455 


Hi cruni.o f *te scythes thV g'vfc and kip, 

Tic young men wins ding is ihar pre.it arms sweep 
Aril id lit perf«nit and swett sense of sleep, 

The treaty boUerfites trial droop then wings, 

The dreamy rughliDgme that hardly sings, 

And tul ta» lassitude of hippt things, 

Is. It] Ogling Mill the oirm nd pulsing blood 
That gushes throojh myieins a languid flood 
Vml feeds my spirit is l he mu j burl 

B-t-wd the tKroe-, O" t*e anvkr ’it, 

A dirV gtter iKvct- wood ri'es, slid and fa't 
A "dot* ps"- "-ndirg up it bU a st-tr 

And see tbit pi}, t ith puttier on ha h id, 

And dean nlntc iptoo on her join of red,— 

Her ev en song of lose is but half aid 

She reals lie foot© st mower Not hr goei , 
Her cheeks ire redder than n wild Clu-h rose , 
They drm> up where the deepest dados* n >se 



LYING IN Tilt GRASS 


But though they pass and vanish, I am there , 

I watch his rough hands meet beneath her hair, 
Thar broken speech sounds sw cet to me hK, prayer 

Ah ! now the rosy children come to play. 

And romp and struggle with the new mown hay , 
Their clear high voices sound from far away 

They ) now so Lttie why thi world is sad. 

They dig themselves warm graves and yet are glad , 
Their muffled screams and laughter make me mad' 

I long to go and play among them there , 

Unseen, like wind, to take them by the hair, 

And gently make their rc.y cheeks more fair 

The happy children I full of frank surprise, 

And sudden whims and innocent ecstasies, 

What godhead sparkles from their liquid eyes 1 

ho wonder round those urns of mingled cla^s 
That Tuscan potters fashioned in old days, 

And coloured lit c the tomd earth ablaze. 



Li rvr or tss 


' W fad the liuli gods and love, poring <%!, 
f trough mmol forc'ts \ wdsni’g undisimvcd, 
^nd fltitin Q hj ins ol plcisiite uinfm ! 

1 it) knei -u I do mn, xth-it I ■ cn delight 
A stone nun fids (o xi-itrh tht tinder light 
Of little, children nh, mg ir Ins eight 

I do not huny r for n «ell Mo «<l uunu 
I oil) xvi>li to lilt, m, life, and find 
M) hiart lit tint on with ”11 minimi] 

7 1} life ix like the single dcivy stir 

Tint In molts on th- horoon s primo t bit,— 

A microco m uhi ri all thugs Jiving in. 

And if, inong the noneh. s grasses, Dnth 
Should come Wnnd ind lake a iij nn hr ilh, 

1 should n jI [ jC is one nho s^troxvc h. 

Tor 1 should ] v , hat all Ihc n orld would be 
Full ot dtsirt end )ouog delight and plet, 

Ana n iy should men be s-id throi gh loss ol nr 5 



L,I\G l\ 7ff£ 


The light i r ymg in the siher bine 

Th“ young moonshines from her bright vnodovthro gh 

The mo era are J1 gone and I go too 



TORTUNATE LOVE 

Iis SONfiET < ? WD RONDI 

FIRST SIGHT 

WHEN first vc met the nether world was white 
And on the steel blue ice before her bower 
I skated in the sunrise for an hour, 

Till all the grey horizon, gulohed in light 
Was red against the bare boughs black, at night , 
Then suddenly her sweet face hi e a fiov er, 
Lnclosed in sables from the frosts dim j over, 
Shone at her casement, and flushed hi mmg bright 
When first we met ' 

My skating being done I loitered home, 

And so lght that day to lose her face again 



rORTO V., TC LOl £ 


rut Love w«s weaving in his golden loom 
Mj storj up with here and ail in rain 
I stro e to loose the thread 1 1 c span ^iram 
When lint we met. 



rORTUtoATr LOV* 


II 

ELATION 

Like to some dreaming and unworldly child 
Vfho sits at sunset m the midst of hope 
When ill the windows of the west lie ope, 
flooding the air with splendour undefiled, 

Vltd sets, by fnh-j in a trance beguiled, 
jin angel mount the perilous burning slope, 

\A inning the opal and the sappturc copr 
Inrl Hughs for very joy ond j earning wild , — 
So I, in whose awahenuig spirit Lot e 
Rules uninvited not to be controlled, 

Am happiest v hen I struggle not, but hold 
My imdows open and my heart nboie, 
Watching with soul not bowed cor over bold. 
The stately tor with which hi., footsteps move 



rOSTU\ iTC ZOIZ 


ni 

IN CHURCH TIME 

I TOW m, fldtc anwng the prmxfec' 

That 'incd the hill along the brown chi rch \ all. 
I or ohc vi, there, till 'hades began to HI, 

I p ped mj songs out LVc a lard it east, 

When *ucMcntj the ihstint lilnnio. 

Cci -<1, ml « v " came, an 1 p-u-'- 1 lx.jon 1 rtca'I, 
An 1 Mime throbbing, henrt and lip» anil all 
\r 1 1 ini ! cd do—n the ustacd crprt*s t-ccs , 
sh 1 wee , tha mo* ion of 1 im~uru> Umlm 
Un fllmf llj I esc., 1 si Mt m- faint ' 

OV lv*r ' ni, ?-n to h iij 
T " 1 ni ,w« He'n«hnrlj.iro»fl 1 
'Ml .!»«?-, I r*i" ‘ Kill i > * 

Af t , li” , tSri'l . f f rr r 



rOKTUXATf LOIL 


IV 

DEJECTION H.1ND DELAY 

Ca, *SV thou not wait for Lo\e one (lj mg hour, 

0 heart of little filth? ire fields not green 
Because their rolling bonnti is not seen? 

Will beaut) not return \ ith the ne \ flower’ 
Hecaust the tird sun seeks the deep sci bo.ver 
W here sleep ind Telhjs tc ndcrlj com cue, 

Wlule purple night unfurls her stair) screen 
bhall sunlight no more IhnU the world with poaer’ 
True Love is patient tier, by the brooks 
He hath his winlcr-drcara', a fluent choir 
And v aits for summer to re lie again , 

He 1 nows that b\ and b) the woodland nooks 
Will oi erf aw with blossoming green firs. 

And swoop'ng si. allows herald the warm ram 



rom.\ iie joi l 


EXPECTATION 

Win u flower lime coitjcs atxl all the woods are g’J* 
\l lien linnets elurrup and the <w\ winds Wok, 
Allow D the winding rncr I will row', 

And mteh the nieir) mndcns tossing hi) , 

\nel troops of children shouimg in ihcir phv, 

\ml with ni) thin <nrs flout Ihc fallen snow 
Of licit J In'. Iliom hlo.toni is 1 go, 

Awl thill I set my love it fill of <Jij 
Wli'n flower lime come< » 

Ah, je 1 f r 1 > ll c 1 ■ rder <f the sticim 
bh 1 in t. red n etv to i trim licit c, 

An 1 1 nit) f le mto her s i untr <lr L i, ( 

Of mu «»' 1 1 * n 1 'c.—naj, even < teni 
it V nj-.Vi h< t«r> (i-)r>rte'c, 

\\1 M» fl-* *er tin e c nc * 



MK7m ire ;orr 


IN THL GRASS 

1 >H ' Dime of pass, shot upu ard from the earth, 
Keen with a thousand quunng sunlit (ires. 
Green with the so p of sitisfied desires 
•Gul sued fulfilment of your sad pile birth, 

OelioM ' J cl-wp jou as a to\ ir aught. 

Roll on job, bathing in (he noon dai suo, 

And, if it might he, I v ouW fun be one 
With ill JOUr O T jS't-J »i l fcgrty, 
OhHasneotgnv,' 

For hue, to diaston my untimely gloom, 

My lady took my bind inu spohe m\ mine 
Tbe sun was on her gold Irur 111 e a fhroe 
1 lie bright tvwd smote het forehead hie perfume , 
The daisies darkened it her feet , she eamc, 

As bpiaig tomrs s-iucrjag incense on sour bloom 
Oh flwnc of grass 1 



rORTUNiTZ iovr 


MI 

Rr'URl ATIOIs 

III.! terrace looking deni upon the lal c 
His comets where the deepest shadows ire 
A«'l th te vesit to witch thecaemng lir, 

Aa \ tr) \ Int mclndj oat lute; can mile , 

Oat reticent lirarts with longing almost brci' , 
"flic while her glfnung ejes strain out ufir, 
A r tliougla her 'oil would seel the ntmn.t bar 
\\ 1 ere faltenn 1 sun ct qtmcr% fiat c foj lal t * 
tj fnteh alr< •» against the I ihstrale , 

M' c- t s fu n Vt •’nil c dil , mj ea, > r eje 
Ate fv'nti r-, until the n'0"n 1 all n — 
1 * 4 » ri,t ,i «r La,,,.,— aulwtfttul 

T? -n i’J « f i j-atcl p'l« |»il, 
nr l -II h 'i at’-tr hrLuti^r 



FOrTU&ATE LOl E 


BY THE WELL 

Hot hands that ycam to touch her flower like face 
W ith fingers spread, I set you lil e a weir 
To stem this ice cold stream in its career — 

\rd chill ) o ir pubes there a little space , 

Brown hands, what nght hive jon to claim the gr-ce 
To touch her head so nfmtely dear? 

Lcim courteously to vait and to ret ere 
Lest JnpJj je be found in sorrj case 
Hot hands that i earn ' 

3 Ut if jc bring her Rowers at mj behest 
And hold her crystal water from the well 
And bend a bough for shade when she i ill rest, 

And if she find you fun and teachable 
That flor er like face perchance ah who can tell 7 
It soir embrace mi} some sweet day 1« prcssel 
Hot bands that i Mm ' 



rOKTL \ 4TE LOl'E 
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Tir P_ i> l”i t i L — d go-'" bj-. 

U'* Ft ore co-cs R* in. t.0 -e’eo-ne gees , 

\T ' ccr*» ire" g_ e b *u" 1 il cm to Fod r<r 
V* 1 io-'» t-r^c fo~* u<3 t\i *i a «•)“ <3 * jo 
1 1 f ’ petc"3. I n 0 »«*« ImcsV foi*h -rd d • , 

1 s * ’i I at S" 1 twe 8 v rvy’Iar 1 r'"> > 
Tb-, * i=g J1 1‘ -gs, r-1 Pia. n be 

v 1 c*r 1 1 f e vri n i’ _ p 1 - 'o.i j v _, 

Li.» t i c oV to.. I -c Toon, 

V !** e To- «■ 'ui «he r' 1 'irge , 




FOXTUaATE LOS E 


Jn 

MISTRUST 

T«rpw«j'l screaked a"dsl'oHtd "ihecour* 

Tor. fosrtam flashed As ajsVS Vo the w, 

The noisy life of noon was just begun, 

And happj men forgot lint life was '■hort 
M e ti o stood, laughing at the tonct pane 
M hen some Apollo of the ranks of Mars, 

Crimson w ith plumes and gl tiering hi e the stats 
Galloped across below , and there drew run 
To tee so confident a n>i" at v-ns 

M/ hevt ~W Suddealj from Cun to shade. 

Bat si c, who knows the hast of Lores alarms 
Laid one soft hand upon in) thiobomg wrist, 
And in her ejes 1 read the choice she in we. 
And anger slumbered like a tired child kissed 



rORTUVITF LOIC 


\l 

EAVESDROPPING 

V IHLC 'f-j nas ncv) in 'he J«f) trees, 

I found m> fair one sitting ill alone, 

V I ere rojnd oar ndl the long light ferns h->d grown 
< -o h so deep, that 'lie nw drowned m these, 

\ril 1 erln"ht free and jellow bsojint hair 
«caice pc treat al>o; c them, v licrc she sat and rea 3 
n< ched l>j the leaf I gh Is s - s crinp o erhea 1, 

\ preat bl c! lctt'r I>ool of icncs me 
VSf rt,n oar CHc<- r, jear ml jtirs ago 
Woit tlct It *i of Crj«ej <c entree, 

VlTns’- inra r~ -Mth a hrol cn her 1 
\t l’ »‘c « dm* she* i! - tl ythmie no* 

Anil J*r «e l «-us dre-m ag ip t it e W it 
Ar 1 iu' t rJ 1 3 te tn.li, for I cr pr- 



fOX TO HA TE W IE 


MI 

A GARDEN PIECE 

Among the (lowers of summer tune she stood 
^Td ud lerneath the films -«J b'ossorrs shoae 
Her face, lit e some pomegranate strangely grown 
To ripe magnificence in solitude. 

The wanton winds, deft vhisperers had strewed 
Her shoulders with her shining hair outblown 
And dyed her breast with man} a changing tone 
Of silver} green, and all the hues that brood 
Among the flowers, 

She raised her arm up for her dove to know 
That he might preen him on her load} head 
riien I, unseen, and rising on tip toe, 
hat id over the rose barrier, and lo ' 

Touched not her arm, bat kissed her lip„ instead, 
Among the flowers 1 



rorrc * tc loi e 


xm 

CONrlDrVT LO\E 



FORTUNATE LOVE 


XIV 

LOVER'S QUARREL 

Beside the stream ana m tne alder sbid£> 

I/we «at with ns o"t dreamy afternoon. 

When nightingales and ro.es made up Jane, 

And saw the red light and the amber Adi: 

Under the canopy the willows made, 

And watched the rising of the hollow tft°°n 
And listened to the watet s gentle tunc, 

And was ns silent as she was, sweet maid. 

Btsile the stream , 

Tilt with “ Farewell \ he "aiL^hed from °’-r s'gV 
And in the moonlight down the glade alar 
His light nmgs gltnnnered hte a falling star 
Then ah 1 she took the left path, I the rgbt. 

And now no more we sit by noon or night 



FORTUA iTB LOVE 


W 

RECONCILIATION 

But wandern;; on the moors at dawn of day, 

\\ hen all lae $Vy nas flashed vnth rosy lint, 

I saw tier i lute lobe dabbled in the dew, 

Among th» spat! ling heather where the laj , 

Sobt ig, s % e tamed from me, and murmured ' M« 
Then rising from the ground else stro-e anew 
To turn away, but could rot *tir, sod flew 
V Lsl n o my arms the old sv ttl way , 

\H Love, tha* va eh*d os e'er from afar, 

Ca~* f -Her r g to oar s lr, and cncd ‘ O ,c 
'VhotK'V. to r j, iceroi fly from m* 
l/i ’ I ir' wi h yea iliv.sith'reyou irc* H 
Vti he* tdorth ate weti sun an 1 arc rot three, 
Th » -h \jr e i ci oj fjrtVa 'sTmut 



FORTUNATE LOIS 


XVI 

THE FE4R OF DEATH 

Bt neath her window i» tht cool, calm mght 
I stood and made ns though I Mould hate sun», 

Being fall of life and confident and young, 

And dreaming onl) ot roy love's delight , 

Then suddenly I s-w the gloom di> tde, 

And gliding from the darkest cypress tree 
Death came, white boned, and snatcbl my lute from 
roe. 

And sit himself, gninacwg, hy my side 
Just then, os when the golden moon looks down 
On starless waters from a stony sk), 

Aly loic s fair Act shone out abort on high 
Whereat 1, fcanng nothing of Death’s frown. 

Turned simhng to solute he: lovely head. 

And rvhen I turned again, lo 1 Death had tier! 1 



FORTUNATE LOVF 


XIU 

EXPERIENCE 

Deep id the roods w e willed at break of daj , 

And jnst beyond a whisper ng a\ cnue, 

Where dl the flowers were nodding fill] of dew» 
l\ e heard a sound of speaking £ir awaj , 

And turning saw a pale calm queen assay 
To tell that Lore was cruel and untrue, 

To InoU of girls in white robes and in blue, 

Who round her feet, wh3e listening lounged and l a >< 
Deep in the woods 

Bat we two crashed the moss With silent feet. 

And parsed aside unseen for what to ns, 

V-Tto knew Lore s breath, and fanned ils passionate heat 
And laughed to hear onr hearts’ twin pul'es beat. 

Were tuneless songs of maidens marmumg thus 
Deep in th- 'Woods’ 



FORTtnUTE LOVE 


Will 

THE EXCHANGE 

Last night, while I was sitting b> her side, 

And listening to her bodice silken stir. 

And stroking her soft shties of } (lion far, 

I giro the snea who is to be mj bnde 
A little nher vinaigrette, star eyed, 

And chased with rupnls uid received from her 
Kk grnb’ cruictaeu' pimwmkr ikt o/tnymV 
She pounced her white hands with at eventide 
My sleep till dawn was aB consumed ntlb thirst, 

And pas-ionatc longing, then the great sun’s light 
Burst through my flimsy dreams, and nothing tells 
Of all the joy that gladdened me last night, 

Except this little golden box that smells 
As her sweet bands did when I ki-sed them first 



fortuaate love 


u\ 

UNDER THE APPLE iRRE 

\t, \isst het breast 1 set nt> head and h) 

Beneath the summer fruitage of a tree 
Whose boughs last spring had borne ior W and rot 
The fleeting blossom of a doubtful da) 

That rose and white had las ed sw ft decaf 
And now the swelling fruits of certainty 
Hung there like pale green lamp, and fa r to see 
Ard 1 was strong to dieno the hours auaj 
Against her breast 

Her satins ms led underneath m> head 
Stirred by the motions of her perfect heart 
But she wia silent till at last she said — 

White all her countenance flushed to"; red — 

Dear lore oh I stay forever where thou ait 
Against my breast 1 



rORTU\ATE LOVE 


x\ 

EPITHALAMIUM 
Hl< h in the organ loft, with lilted hair, 

I on plied the peoals with his snowy foot, 

Pounog forth music like the scent of fruit, 

And stirring all the m cense laden air, 

Uc knelt before the altars gold r-uJ, where 
The pnest stood robed, with chalice and palm shoot, 
■ft ith music men, who bore Citolc and lute, 

Behind ns, C'd the attendant virgins fur , 

And so our red aurora flashed to gold. 

Our dm a to suddul sun, and all the while 
The high vowed children trebled clear and cold, 

The ccnscr boys went singing down the aisle 
And far abot e, with fingers strong and sure 
I otc closed Our lives’ triumphant overture 



THE M/ENAD’S GRAVE 

THt girl who once, on L)dian heights. 

Around the sacred penes of pines 
Would dance through whole tempestuous nigh's 
When no moon shine*. 

Whose pipe of lotus fcatly blown 
Gave airs os «hrill as Cot) s own, 

Who, crowned with bods of iry dirk, 

Three times drained deep v ith amorous lips 
The nine fed bowl of willow bark, 

W ilh s lvcr Up*, 

Lor sank, nor ceased but shouted still 
Like some wild wind from hill to bill, 

She lies at last where poplars ware 
Their sid gray foliage all day long, 



TH£ MZN-iDs GR41E 


The mu murmurs near her grave 
A soothing song , 

Farewell, it saith 1 Her days have done 
With shouting at the set of sun 



A YEAR 


WflXh the hoi wasp hung ic the grape Iasi pcaT, 
And tendrils vrilhered and leaves grew, sere. 
There vis little lo hope and nothing to fear 
And the smouldering autumn sank apace, 

Aud my heart was hollow and cold and drear 

When the las' gray moth that Not ember brings 
Had folded its sallow and sombre wings, 

Ltke the tuneless voice of a child that sings, 

A music arose in that desolate place, 

A broken music of hopeless things 

But time went by with the month of snows 
And the pulse and tide cflhat music rose , 

As a pam that fades is a pleasure that grows. 

So hope sprang up with a heart of grate. 

And love as a crocus bud that blows 



A } EAR 


And now I know when next autumn has dned 
The sweet hot juice to the grape skin s side. 

And the new wasps dart where the old ones died, 
My heart will ha\c rest in one luminous face. 
And its longing md j earning be satisfied 



THE ALMOND TREE 

Pure soul, who m God s high walled Paradise 
Dost walk in all the whiteness of new birth, 

And hear st the angels' shnll antiphonies, 

Which ire to heaven what time is to the earth, 
GttC ear to one to whom id days of old 
Thou gas est tears for sorrow, smiles for mirth, 
Anil all the passion one poor heart could hold 1 

Behold, 0 Love ! to day how bushed and still 
My heart is, and my lips and hands are calm , 
When last I strove to win you to my will. 

The •'tgets diowjved my pleading in a psalm , 
Cal hok, sweet heart, them is no fear of this, 
Tor I am quiet, therefore lei the balm 
Of thy light breath be on me in a lass i 



TUP ALMOXD TREE 


A laa 1 I dr earn agun I AH this is o er ' 

See, I loo! down into <xir garden close. 
From j our old casement sill where once yon nee 
The ivj for a garland oo }our brows , 

There & no amaranth, no pomegranate here, 
But can your heart forget the Christmas rose, 

The crocuses and sno'v drops once so dear 7 

But these, like our oh) Tote are all gone by, 

And now the violets round the apple roe's 
Glimmer and jonquils in the deep grass lie, 
hnd fruit trees thicken into pale green shoots , 
Th} garth, that put on mourning for thv death. 
Is comforted, and to the sound of lotus 
Dances with spring, a minstrel of bright breath 

But I am not ju comforted 0 Lose ' 

Does not the aureole blind % gentle eyes 7 
That crimson robs of thine the virgins wore 
T minimis thy footsteps with its dnpenes. 

Else thou would 'si see, would st conn, to me, if 



THE ALStOHD TREE 


The Cherubim withstood with trumpet cues, 

And birred with steel the jewelled gates ot hewen ’ 

In vain, in run ' Lo I on the first spring morn, 

For all my words, my heart is nearer rest. 

And though my lifc, through loss of thcc is worn 
To saddest memory by a bnef dream blest, 

I would not mar one moment of thy bh>s 
To clasp again thy bright and heaving breast. 

Or fade mto the fragrance of thj hiss 

et would an hour on earth with me Ik pain 5 
A greater boon than this of old was won 
T-j her, who through the fair Sicilian plain 
Sought her lost daughter, the delicious one, 

V> ith tears and rending of the flowery hair, 

And sang so deftly underneath the sun. 

That HcU was well nigh vanquished by her praj j 

Hail, gold'n ra) of God s most blessed light 1 
Kali, sunbeam, breaking from the fa.nt March skj > 



THE ALNOt>D TREE 


Whit rosy x (Sian melts upon mj s'ght 5 
TVhsi glory opens where the flashes die ! 

Surely she comes to me on earth, and stands 
Among the floucrless lingering trees that sigh 
Around her, and she stretches forth her hinds 


Her bands she stretches forth, be' speii elh not. 
And all the bloom and effluence round licr nse 
That crown her heavenly samulupautb no spot, 
Ktisetfthe fairest flower in Paradse, 

Draw near and spcA to me, 0 Loie, in grace, 
And ic' we dwA 'He He-ity of th’ne ejes 
\nd icam of God b) gazing in thy fao- 


Tcmpt not nsy passion with stub hngenng feet, 

Mj tumbling throat and strained vrlute lips arc nsmb , 
TiinJugh black twinea boughs I see thy Wdj , ssrtet I 
Robed in rose white, thou standcst calm and dumb ' 
OH heart of my dram, ro wore delay. 



THE -iLMOVD THEE 


Yet neater » Ihj cloudy glorj cotnc, 

Yet neater, or in gloty fade aw a) * 

Fade then, sweet vis on 1 fail Oh peifect dream ’ 
There is no need of wards of human speech 

And the Mind ccstasj of thought I deem 
A loftier joy than mortal sense can reach , 

No more, ve flowers of Spnng, shall mj dull song 
Be heavy jo your ears, bet, each to each, 

My love and 1 hold convene and be strong 

The mystic splendour pines away, and leaves 
Its fainter shadow in the almond tree. 

Whose cloud of bloom white blossom earliest deal c» 
The waste wan void of earth s sterility 
Before the troop of lyric Dry odes. 

Veiled, blushing as a bnde it comes, and see 
Spnng leaps W hiss it, glowing in the bree-e 

While life shall bring with each revolting year 
Its Vinter woes and ic* mystery 



THE AL1U0AD THEE 


Tms tar remeinurinct of the sun shill bno; 

X[) tliouglik of Luc rc men in treroorj , 

Old hope* shall blossom with the west Triad’s breath, 
\jv( for Hfii the almond Uoow shill be 
Till white fringe on thi uhet poll of diatfi 



0\ T DARTMOOR- 


TO J 4 B 
l 

\\ apm tissue of refulgent vapour fills 
Thcvallej southward to the hurrying stream, 
Whose i ilhnol and snn wasted waters gleam 
Meandering down* irds through the terraced hill 5 > 
Here, even hers, the hand of man fulfils 
Its dailj toil, for though alone I seem 
I hear the clangour o r a far off 'earn, 

And men that shout above the shouting nils , 

Xoi j ws this noise of labour on wine car, 

J,or s*cm, because of thc-c, the spirits less njcr 
That animate the mountains and the shies , 

The self same heart of nature shineth clear 
Through film? garments of a golden sphere 
And earnest looks of humble human eyes 



0\ DARTMOOR 


II 

A soft gray lint, of haze subdues the west 
That was so rosy half no hour ago , 

The moaning night breeze just begins to blow, 

And now the team that ploughed the mountain s breast 
Cease their long toil, and dream of home and rest , 
Now giant like, the tall young ploughmen go 
Between me and the sunset, fooling slow , 

My spirit, as an unwilled guest, 

Goes with them, wondering what desire, what aim, 

May stir their hearts and mine with common flame 
Or, thoughtless, do their bonds suffice their soul ? 

1 1 now not, care not, for I deem no shame 
To hold men, flov-crs, and trees and stars the same, 
Myself, as these, one atom nl the whole 



THE TOMB OF SOPHOCLES 


A. BOUNDING satyr golden n the beard, 

Thil leaps i ith goat feet high into the air, 

And crashes from the thvrae an odour rare, 

Keeps watch around the marble tomb rerered 
Or^phodes, the pact loved and feared, 

Whose nigoty voice once called oat of her lair 
The Donsn rcn_e 'evere, nib braided hair, 

A'Tio loved Lhe thvms and u Jd dances we rd 
Here all oaylon; the pioua bees can pour 
LTratiaruj ol their hon n ^ , round this tomb 
Th“ Dioiyaac ry lores to roam 
Th' 3nt T r Hugos , but He ar-3hes no more, 

A\ tapped up m silence at the gras e s cold core 
Kcr 'ces the san wheel ronnd in the white dome. 



FEBRUARY IN ROME 

\\ HEN Roman fields are red with cyclamen, 

And in the pat-ce gardens yon may find. 

Under great leaves and sheltering bnon> bind. 
Clusters of cream white violets, O then 
1 lie mined citj of immortal men 
Must smilf , a little to her fate resigned , 

And through her corridors the slow warm wind 
Ovi'h harmonies beyond a mortal 1 en 
Such soft r&iomnn airs upon a flute, 

Such shadowy centers burning live perfume. 
Shall lead the mystic city to her tomb , 

Nor flowerless springs not autumns without fruit, 
Nor summer mornings when the winds ate mute, 
Trouble her soul till Rome be no more Rome 



GREECE AAD ENGLAND 

W CHILD this sot shine be camplelcr. 
Or Lnese motets sm«l sweeter, 

Or the bids sing more in metre, 

IF it all u ere } ear 5 ago, 

When the melted mountain sno\. 
Heard m Enna ah the woe 
Of the poor forlorn Demeter ) 


W ould a. stronger life pulse o’er us 
If a panther chariot bore us. 

If we saw, enthroned before us, 
Ride the leopard footed god, 
With a fir-cone tip the rod 
Whirl the thyrsus round, and nod 
To a drunken bhenad chorus ? 



C RSECS AW E\Ct UiJ> 


BViowcd 1«re richer, tedder reset 
Where tiie Leshun rarth to dates 
Al! oT Sippho? nhcrc reposes 
Meleager, hxl to deep 
I!) (lie olnt girdled deep? 

Where the S>mn waders « cep, 
bringing sctpolcl in posies i 

*lh k il rrmj \it 1 Greece had leisure 
for i t,mW of tided pfoaue , 

We must lre\A a Vimti mevane, 

To invite', hared « 'jn. , 

We must ie»l ’ pile* Ore, 

Li} less perfume on lh» p>re, 

Be font not <\ilh Doorer tretsure ’ 

Were the brown limbed lo.co bolder? 

Vems •) onager, Cupid oVlcr ? 

13<S».a At tyooj nvrnjli s awn 1111110 slinuidir 
To\M jra'-p’tr, iv-.dJu «At? 

Were the poet' more dvvt j 



GREECE AVD E\GLA'D 


Brer we no such golden vine 
Here, v here summer sons are colder ? 

^ el for us loo life has dorr its, 

Time i glasj of joyous hours 
Interchange of sun and showers 
And a venlth of leafy glader, 

Meant Tor loving men arc! maids, 
r oil ofvaim green lights and shades, 
Tidlt work of mid rood bowers 

So v idle English suns are 1 ceping 
Count of 'owing time and reapirg, 

Tft c ve no need to wa'tc our weeping, 
Tbwigti the glad Greeks lounged at test 
Undermith their nlire trees, 

And the Sophodecn bees 
Swarmed on bps of pods sleeping 1 



THE BURDEN OF DELIGHT 

Remember how ibe m«lcr tircugh, 

W hllo all tie aa.1 wise rhokcO v ith nun., 
Half maddened with Ibe Taw, we two 
ffasenestltd closer round the fin . , 

And tilled of ill that should he done 
When Apnl brougnl us bad the. ..do, 

Mbit garden. white with butttrfl'es, 

What «uft gri-cn nooks of budded beadier,' 
What nioorbnds open to the sloes 
Wc two would scour together ' 

\nd now the month cones round again ' 

Cool interchange < f gem d hours, 

Soft gleams of sunlight, streams of run. 

Have starred the m* adow land" with Surety 


And ut the orchard on the hills 



T HE Cl?JD£*T OF DELIGHT 


The grass is gold, vith daffodil;, 

Aad ' cIb ci andcied bin i v hand, 
Wbeic sea below and sV> above 
heein narrowing to a strip ol land 
The ptthiM) that tve lots 

Ont path looks oat on the wide «ea. 
And knows not of the land , wc sit 
For hours xn silent uvene, 

To watch the sea and pulse wjfli it , 
Its deep morotmo js tefcaiv 
'Bnrvpmdancholy, almost pun , 

* "V'e scarcely v-»h to sped oimove, 

Eut jaA to fed each other there, 

And sense of presence is like love, 

And silence more than prater 

Sharp round the steep hili s utmost line 
It winds, and, just below, the grass, 
hinhs With tumultuous incline 


To where the rod. pools shine like glass , 



77/r PURDnf OF DELIGHT 


The tufts of thrift can ilnnW their fill 
Of sea Bind on this rugged hill. 

And 'll! the herbage, tossed and blown, 

Is stsinuu mtn salt and crashed with wind, 
Save where, behind some boulder stone, 

A harbour flowers ma) find 

The bright sea gpullcs, sunburn lasted. 
And o’er ib face such brcciu float 
As lightly turn to amethyst 

The p< ill gray of a mg dose’s throat , 
Thus s' vised aad vutPod, sb res anew 
The radiant plain of changing hue, 

So gentli that llie eye divines 
No reasnn why the foam should fall 
So loudly, in such seined lines, 

Agaut«t the tljrV, iocV wall 

ThcMiBrl b low nov , even here 
VJVert all iLe breuea congregate. 

The softest warbler need not fear 



TPr. BbPDE O DLLKh ' 


To v o l£o 7 rc_je 
-i dhi w*> re rca L--e lo a cdtoly* 

‘"a tt— . w.t ^ md no~iT vi j m_, 

5 *5Iec«rw*o h s-ea 
0rssi! o <03» etaeod, 

V lo It. otcjorb cik 
Th*. a Leu: <o — e 

Are we o fcipjr 5 S"TJ _r 

coioar £t«<i>o '(r" Iig^ 
f o—ety ptifcm F vy rgc, 

Pc-r crttn u -vecUi o out u^i n c 
Tbroa^L dreary H-rs o _~.crv ^.a tc 
Tb to i A* r Le: r-^ad-n er 
“We Pl_ s th — i 077- th to j biech 
0 cataie '~cl, so Ja %e 
Tb- valtslh tm„h tciI L«t fro^i death 
Tos~ti_. o-T desire. 

'- 1-5 to a i e o e '•_ c , ortpcxL 
W be b call b_j- to *- pp-xes_ 



ri{E EUPDEH or U£L 'GUT 


perchance mj palses arc too uuai 
To stir with all tfu> strict cxcc-s , 
Pe'htp? tk swildha spnng has come 
Too soon, \nl few’ ny s yet d«"\b , 
Howi cr it be, my heart t, cold, 
ho echo stus ttillnn in> wain. 

To me, too sudilenl) gnu. a old, 

Thu Ixrml) vpevki in \mn 

VYK, are ,oa $ lea* ? Lo 1 t<wl u y 
tt it not as « once hath been , 

1 can sot at the old srtect vaj , 
Absorbed rontcmal and serene, 

1 cannot feel my heart rejoice, 

I cure the comfort of jour voice , 

Spe* 1 1 •jxtaV, icmvi 'nc of Ac past. 
Let my spent cmbeis at yotw r ac 
Iw s-n' lij'dlc, tiB it Ust 
Delight rerjnsv desire 
Still are jtn silent, only pre.s 
Mj hiffld, an 1 tare joer Face w a> ? 



THE BURDEN OE DELIGHT 


Another daj its lice. will be 
bo less rcftdgent, no ]ls, fair, 

And we by custom be made strong 
To bear whit w c desired so long , 

I o daj the shcl enmg nersc, demand 
A milder light, a sadatr air, 

Some comer of fergotten laud 
Still winter like and bare 

Come, leave our foot pith for to-day, 
nod, turuug inland, sccL the woods 
Where list yen's sombre leas es dteaj 
In brown sonorous solitudes , 

The mummrou ' oice of those dark trees 
Shall teach us more than sun or seat, 

And in that tn i light vre mjy find 
Some golden flo ver of strange perfume, 
A blossom hidden from tin u md, 

A daim’ inthm the tomb 



THE MAN DRAKES 


A Sh ay tr Grc eiqt e 


Pr-rtX And sr it. n^tthes (ucs be seat 
O’trt To e.erl». “m* ton ’aant 
Tfc* woods we jew trees fc»nt 3rd H.t 
By rti 1-jaas he— ni the-c q oai 
Hall clef* rath thmd-r To thu jpw 
V'ebaaah .eea 

OtfM* nety Jove 

Obvcr 1 oa s'uuU have cmd «o a yoar yoa at 
lVfc*a Chro o> aatisoeu„hter Troth 
'djcar—d job shea too sjv l 
VTo e years a rotoat cenr— *. 

Dr a Arfrtf-wri of Bu >5* 


V. n_THER onneditation oi m dream. 

Or whether in the arcle of known lands 
l wdl ed I cannot tell the crested stream 
OX .he greet vateis breal n*g oi the sand* 

Th' far brown ocor;, the goIU m while winged hands 



rPF aiVDRAKPS 


Seem (oa dear coloured on m\ memory 
To l>e the ghosts of any phantasy 

Along the sweep of "in untrodden bay, 

Towards i great headland th it before me rose, 
Full mcrnl) I held mj sunn) nay 
And in that atmosphere of gold, and snow’s. 

And pure blue fire of air and sea, the woes 
Of mortals and their pitiful despair 
Seemed vague (o my glad spirit void of care 

The long bluff rose against the sea, and thrust 
Its stotm proof bo»ora far into the deep. 

And man) a breaker, many a roanng gust 
Disturbed the calra of its primeval sleep. 

Through the grar a inter twilight , there did creep 
In swarthy trefoil, or salt blighted grass, 

A tol en i here the uncurb’d sea wand did pass 

So even in the bright and pure June air 
The place seemed vestured in nabob guise 



THE VAiiDR4krS 


The !on»lmess v.os hhc a pain to bear, 

! sought about with strangely troubled eyes. 
For bad oi flower to glad me m some wise. 
In rain , then if the utmost verge I stayed 
Where fat beneath the refluent thunders swayed 

Then as I stood upo" the precipice, 

Dnoliog the sunlight and sharp an like tune 
I heard, or thought I heard, a murmur twice — 
Tirst, like 4 fa; off shrieking, clear and fine, 
Then like an aimous shouting for a sign 
To careless boatman steering o’er the ran 
Of rocks —but both bchmd me and both dim 

Hut e'en vfult, not turning, in my mind 
I thought how very lonely the place was,— 
The rikhwg ol \be standfast v, ,ngs of ’mm3. 
Bemg empty of all common sounds that pass 
The sang of birds, or sighing in the grass,— 
Then sudduily a howl to read the skies 
JToim the tan. find Behind me seemed to rise 



THE MANDRAKES 


And while my skin was wrinkled with affright, 

I noticed far and far iv>y, an isle, 

Vi rth { untest waves of jagged pale blue light 
SI nt the horizon land not scon emwhilc, — 
This in a flash of thought , such nghts bcgui e 
Our hearts in wildest moments, and we know 
Aot clearly after how it could be so 

But in i second, ere the long shriek died, 

I turned to see whence came this note of wlc, 
And marked on the down s topmost hollow ' ulo 
One lonely scrawling gnarled tree that di 1 grow. 
Coiling its leafless bnnebes stunt and low, 
Midmost the promontory , thithi r I 
Drawn hy some hate spell felt my wn, did he 

ft was a shameful tree, the t>.isted pain 
Of its sad houghs and slenlc hollow stem 
Took fearfil forms of things that are man s him.. 
And circling drops of ooaugs did begem 
It. t\ igs with a dull poisonous aaa'itui , 



THE VA\DFUES 


It hid no bright \o ag leaves to tell of Sptng 
Jior clustering moss that halloa cd dd doth bring 

And at us foot n ere forms that had no sh-pe, 
TJnsrovrog cnahsics t'vss'cd U* e the tree, 

T\ith homd wooden faces set agape 
And bodies boned m the earth , to «ee 
Soeh human features moulded tcmb!> 

Sent all the hfe blood snrgirg to my heart, 

And mine o a breath vis read) to depart , 

When one mot awful mage Hit the roots 
That were its] ws, and moaning «Iqwl) 'pike 
** O mortal, vhat assemblage of 'oft lutes 
R>rgs now across the silvery wive; that break 
Along the atj, where the shadows mil e 
In tremulous calm lines of cunset Bra 
A nugic image of each dome and spire ” 

He questioned ihc» in strained voluptucms tones 
His hideous feet deep in the ground v ere c et , 



V4\PX l\£S 


Ui> bodv fashioned without shin or bones 
Was 'll e the mystic figure of smooth jet 
Egypti" n priests w ore in an amulet, 

What time they mourned Osins, like a dinck 
Ills pained voire ended sharply, forced and weak 

Then when I answered nothing, once ngnn 
He spoke — " jn unit tlj sium of the blest, 
Lipped in street urs, forgetful of nil pain, 
Fulfilling an eternity of rest. 

Lit s Titian, of all painters loicd the lies! ? 

Oh 1 say, in iny hnd where yo« hive been, 
Heard y on of him and not of Arcline ? ” 

" 0 matchless painter of the noble heart ! 

Dear friend I lured long centuries ago 1 
Lean from that golden clumber where thou art, 
Above the sun and moon, and lighten so 
The litter, endless agon / of woe 
That fills my wretched being, doomed fer aye 
Rooted in this foul living grne to staj 
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Ah mortal listen* I once a child 
In*o vhosc brain God poured the mytis Tit* 
Tull of pare odonr- fragrance unde filed — 

Ke-n dnak to nuke a poet all dr in- 
I took the gift men called me Aret ne 
Jl tr_t wj pore and poet 111 c I spurned, 
and to hell fire for inspiration tamed 

God suTered lory with n* and let the fire 
Of passion te joath bum to the a-h of age 
Saying to the -ngels * Snrly when desire 
Is cesd lntiun him ht» true bentagu 
'‘‘ill eem more pieoon. to him and the page 
Of th" great book sh 11 m the end record 
Some prayer, some lore, some tender spoken word 

Tet I still impion, bruned before my God 
The rannd oil of hypoenue prayer, 

Ara with onsaacii&d ra,b footsteps trod 
Tho»o shad on precincts where the mi-ty a r 
Is fcea t Trth the sound o r hymn* aid rare 



THE V-i \ DRAKES 


High spirit breathings fill the solemn place 
W Iv re God meets man, in silence, face to face ' 

I stood beneath the tree now , all the ground 
Was full of those gnm shadows of manl rad, 

And all in some wax shnmcftillx were bound 
Into the earth, but no tno cot Id I find 
In which the same quaint shapes were intertu m c tl 
But each was human, jet each had the feature 
01 «omt mis sh ipen tli ng or hideous creature 

Oh how the calm around us, and the light 
Of pure cerulean at her, full of sun, 

Made awftl contrast with the shameful blight 
Of these foul natures ' Il«n I looked upun 
Was hi e an old man utterly undone. 

With white thin lochs, that blew about his eje- 
Lit- c grasses round a stump when summer dies 

Tear held m> tongue , 1 trembled hi e the leax ex 
That quixer when the gradual autumn falls 



THE VANDRALES 


On shadowy Vallombrosa and bereaves 
The forest, fell of flowery funerals, — 

And all the windy places hast, their pills 
Of yellow leafage, till the noiseless snow 
Muffles the rustling of this gusty woe 

it list I murmured, “ Cinnot rest or death 
Forever visit this pile place of tombs 9 
And ceased , for. 111 e the sound of i sharp breath 
Thit from the drawn throat of one dying comas, 
Whose heart the Master of all breath 1'cnumbs, 
An ansv ering voice ajose, whose wire intense. 
Sad music won my ear wuh slurp suspense 

“ Not vervain, gathered when the dog star rose. 
Not agrimony, euphrasy, or rue 
Not itiy herb can bnng our pain repose, 

Nor any poison mal e our summer^ few , 

For ever our own agonies renew 
Our wasted bodies still to suffer pain, 

To suffer pine, renew, and pine igam 



THE Mi\DRAKES 


‘Ah Urn wi) 1 behold me not ! those eyes 
Burn me like lightning \t ith a searing shame 
Gaze not upon these ghastly infamies, 

That must deform me noise ttno maimeu or lame. 
The ribald children scoff at for their game , 

Ah 1 in what jocund wise 1 danced and sung 
Through the warm Tuscan nights, when life was young 

‘These gray and shiunlen lingers once were lithe, 

And meet for nil most dainty handu or! , 

Whether a painted coffer for a blithe 
Tair bride, or for the Caliph or Grand Turl 
A golden chalice, where red wine might lurk 
CorfcJ imforbufifen , or for mortis Jim ejor, — 

Worked in distemper, — hell and paradise 

Ay mt 1 wliat lovely fancies I have wrought 
In cloisters, or along a church s wall 
Where m a high fenced garden angels taught 
Our I#ad / at her baby’s feet to fall 
There, with his V cys, went Peter, there stood Paul 



the ''^.’>'D?jrzs 


V»“th loig brown becro, ird leal cpcn Ils snOtd ; 

A xl dl tic virgin:, singing, prated tie Lord. 

“ Brl, cost t/aU, I loved to ^iard end pain 1 
Hi» fece woo dc-jb.ed vfcea lie Lord arcre, — 
Andrew i n> ever b’sssed patron ScJEt 
Bearing ils nngfa*j crais, end wc-n with r oes. 

Ana {raig<we fron «cif inflicted b’o'vs — 
lit, ps-swrete, jssIoes, lo-icg, hating heart 
S'-me* 1 eiery my very coa-lerpart. 

“ H» L in glory cow, and vaIL= cod *ing5 
Will sun.s who laic ins roagi bro-vn hand it Chur 
■ird «ks the acgel? silver^poited w tegs ' 

B:* I ar’-sLe th» coon^—y wiiny p-Eyer, 

\"d ie the nigh* jne bhr 1 toe ay sets 
V>iJi ny shell j-eel. , ieari en for v not o~-'-cl 
I 3y 'Ool VIS <30QE»d*0 EEgtL-h c 0 JCtS’LC ' 

‘ If «-•» aai’s an can be in j her’» bar”-, — 

If fciL r the -rate.* ran- ms tie ecu],— 



THE MANDRAKES 


If third cis weave out holy thoughts in vain, 

Which bless the world anti rum their own soul, — 
If biUenwa and languor be our dole, — 
hy do we sed , so greedily, at all 
Laurel to poi ,on oar own brows w ithal 51 

All this is only vanity , but, lo 1 
For weary years I slowly fought my way 
High up the hill of rune and should I go 
Right sadly down again at fall of day, 

Because this Domemc, this popinjay, 

Could trick a wall out with a newer brush. 

And after him all men lxgan to rush ? 

“When I grew poor, and no roan came lo me. 

One night I lay awake, and by my bed 
Heard a low, subtle voice, and stemt-d to sec 
A little demon, with a fiery head, 

That whispered, 'If now Domemc were dead, 
And his new way dead with him, ha 1 ha 1 ha 1 
Luck would come back again to Andrea 1 



THE 2IAYDH4HES 


“ So one bright night when 'aging he went by 
I watched him , round his neck a chain of gold 
Glittered and lured me Eke a serpent s eve , 

It was the price of some new p cturc sold 
*Iy nervts grew steel, my veins of fire throbbed cold, 
My dagger smo'e hin through the neck, chirm bound, 
And like a Take, the chain slid to the ground 

" A> me • ay me 1 what cruel, cruel, pang 
Draws forth this tale of mtne own infamy , 

Ah youth 1 by all the angel choirs that sang. 

Round holy Christ at his nativity, 

I pray thee mock m» not, in chanty, 
tVho for one hour of passion and fell 'pite 
Must suffer endless ttottue infinite 1 

Then al ny «idc a voicecncd, “Look on me * 

Sunup on me, crush me, grind me with your htcl 1 
I, even I, this shapeless thing sm he 
That slandered Sappho 1 Set oa me the seal 
Of your undying hatred, l*t me feU, 
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Lien though I burn with anguish, tlmt men know 
Her holy life tits ever pure as snow ’ 

Thru flattened evil, 1 saw vipon the ground 
What seemed the hide of some mis shapen beast, 
W ith a pinned coni to bind it twisted round , 

But lo 1 its heart in heating never ceased, 

And now the flatter of its breath increased 
Ilatnnp its bo Ij or unhealthy hue 
With lurid waves of mingling green and blue 

1 Of old ? stifled 'coo proclaimed, " 1 dwelt 
Deep in the ccdnr shades of that high hill, 

W hose brow looks down on Lesbos, and the belt 
Of sun lit sea where rippling laughteis fill 
Ihc spaces down to Cluos , thither still, 

As gold above the Lydian mountains shone, 
Sappho would chtrib to dream and muse alone 

“ Bow oft her w nd swept liair and kindling ejes 
I watched, unseen within my own rose butters 



the uandrakes 


Her cheek that glowed at her heart’s pbantasifc.. 
Fright as the refluent flush of fields of flowers 
Stirred by the light feet of the flying hoars, 
■When, about sunnse, on a mom of May , 

Westward they troop, and herald the young day ' 

“ So fair w as she m my conceit , hut soon 
Her songs were sung from Lesbian town to town, 
And other islands claimed the lync boon, 

And Audios praised, and Paros sent a crown. 
And reverend men, in philosophic gown, 

From Greece, foam sage Ionia, came to lay 
At Sappho’s feet the homigc of a day 

“Then in my heart the lose I bore her grew 
To foulest cn -y, like the bitter core 
That lies in the sweet berry of the yev , 

For I, too, fashioned for the lute, and bole 
Such srj wreaths as would be poets wore , 

But never ode of mine did men repeat, 

Stngng for glee along the broad vhite street 



IME MANDRAKES 


“ It hipped thit through the islands I must go 
To gather tribute, md where’er I came 
The >ouths and girls vould gather round to know 
Whit news of bappho, till mj heart became 
Shrivelled ind pirchcd with spile as with a dime, 
And evermore I set my subtle tongue 
To hint and whisper nameless tiles of wrong 

" Anri soon all lands nng out with that ill fame, 

Tor little souls delight tu think the wont 
Of sovereign spints who hi\c won great name 
For virtue or for wil, so ill men nursed 
Aid sprtid the rumour of these tiles accursed, 
Which Smouldered, far from Lesbos, till she died. 
Then burst in lund fhmes unsanctified 

" So to this limbo my unholv spmt 
Was dragged by demons when m> puL.es sink, 

\nd here forever shall rny flesh inherit 
More pun thin ever humin body drank. 

See this bruised head, this higgird arm and shank, 



THE tlAnDRShFS 


The slow contracting pain of centuries 
Has drawn the bon&> into this hideous guise ’ 

Then silence came, «snc far area) the 'ouud 
Of wares that rang like timbrels in the air, 
Dashing and dying on the shore, steel bound , 

I stood above tho.e land 'hapes in prayer, 
Desiring that, if any hope there v ere, 

(Juicily their sonU and bodies might decav, 

And to the < orercign waters fade away 

Tor to my thought the moaning, sighing sea 
Seemed y earning to receive them to its breast. 
And fain v. ould let its huge embraces b“ 

Their has en of forgctfulners and rest — 

“ 0 let them die 1 ” I murmured , “ It is best ' 
Have they not fed on anguish all then yea»? 
And drench'd the morsel m the vane of team? 


" Their pains are greater than the Titan’s were, 
Hung a god man, a sign to man and God, 



THE MAh DR A KES 


Tor hr mmorl-il spint was an ire 
Of its own immortal it}, and trod 
With head erect beneath the oppressor a rod , 
Cut these arc bitten through vith tlicir own shame, 
•\nd seorchl with infamy as with a dame 

Wherefore, if Heaven forbid not. let them die ’ 
Tl e echo of my accents brol e in moans 
brain all the gnm and stark fraternity, 

That lay w heaps about my feet i he stones , 
Down to the caverns of my heart their groans 
Sant , as a meteor, breeding death and vv oe 
Slants down the shies on weeping lands below 

Then all the silence grew a mighty sound, 

Gathering in voice along the nether sea 
As when, m some Norwegian gulf profound, 

Sailors becalmed along the monstrous lee 
Of desolate Torghattcn hear the glee 
Of man} a riotous and rebel wind, 

Deep in the mountain’s nv en heart conSncd 
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With tnuimanng of immortal wings it came, 

Blown by no wind, and moaned along the deep , 
Then hong at last above that place of shame 
On plumes of sound, like some great bird asleep, — 
Though oer the blue no cloud nor stain did creep, - 
And slowly gate in voids articulate 
All the vast utterance of the un-cen fate 

0 thou grate mysbc, ttho, by inner light, 

D dst natch the ruddy, throbbing life in flowers, 
And shal cn by no pitiful affright, 

HeW'ht converse with the eternil starry powers 
By all the bhas m full ecstatic hours. 

Tram spirit tongues, to thee, a spirt, given 
Bow down and aid me from thy lucent heaven 1 

Blake, loveliest of the sons or shadowy light, 

Throned, with dawn mist for purple, sun for gold, — - 
Regent above™ mall true men’s sight, 

Among thy kindred angel ranks enrolled,- 
"nunt not thy latest lover overbold 
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If in sore need he for a while prolong 
Frijcr for tbj a d in his most ar liious song ! 

For he must murmur what n sp ril sang 
Lisp the weird words no mortal can pronounce 
For ail about n 7 head f be air won rag 
W Jlh the dread clanon Voice that did deno nee 
Inc wnth ng things and bade mj heart renounce 
Tity and gnef, nnd drown ia obloquy 
All hope for these still djtng and to die 

J»o (cm[ le, and no tnpod and no shrine 
Is 1 alf so sacred ns the soul of man, 

Lit l ilh n flame more subtle, more diame. 

Than that wh eh round the glimmering altar ran 
At (til mulknngs and with thunders, when the clan 
Of llaal prophets howled and sank down dead 
On the cold parapet their life blood fed 

"Man is h mself the lamp for hallowed use 
The on that feeds it and the hand that 1 gnu- 
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Eceh lo it* biciei l, ih p’en eon* crus, 

Ard in tie nnircr-ol grt in es . 

<•0 all cca-lLf s, nub saartciol n c=, 

Thro^boat th- glesnisg s-o-ld, ten boaod to hxzi 
To «presd tb' wedth tha* old ProrseA'tt fooua. 

1 \nd =o saoaM all tmng- slo-ly climb Lp 1 Jgocr 
Ir o the flerteasss of e"er rest, 

AnJ ro lea- breaJt o r par-’on stir lb- fire 
Toil fell from God end cnrsi.ii m nun s brea^ * 
Py h-. ervs ran 1 ’ «hot£d man be bles*, 
rrc sc J bemg picsl, a~d rro^hioper, and «hr=c. 
Btarag Goa s p-(<^ace for _n oa'irsrd c '.gn 

* 8 Ush‘ vhs pani-tas-nt v-otla ro‘ ben:“>: 

To 'sesrge tha‘ ribeU pner 1 , fct '"Mil defJ- 
T>" bal-I o r hu> o— n God s mercy-'ci* , 

Or rto, mta unb - firgtrs er I saoa Jj v-3*, 
Slcdd frota lh“ p-o'tia e worshippers begcEe 
To- 'acred of belsan or of 137310 
To o=-a m sp-T* where bjio‘ I<r es ecr'er’ 
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“ Mould the vexed Cod he pitiful and meek, 
her smite the impious with a thunder bolt, 
Clothing the lingering life and hollow check 
\k ilh pain is v tlh a garment 5 Let the doll 
Co Ah nc anil whimper o\er heath and holt, — 
Shall nn> lovers of the God be found 
Whose hearts shall melt i ith pit} at the sound ? 

" Wherefore, if all things sacred, all things pure, 
AH that make* life worth hung for to men, 

M bite ehastiti and faith, and honour sure 
Have in jour heart their answering echo s, then 
Cease to be wise above a mortal 1 cn, 

And judge that w e, whose robes are virtues, know 
Where justice rules, and mercy maj not go 11 

As from the head's core of a trumpet blast 
May rise the melody of whispering Cutes, 

A softer music on mv car was cast, 

Even as I lay among those living roo e. 

And heard their direful sentence, and the inula 
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Of then insane rebellion , meet and fir, 

As orchard singing under a pale star, 

Tnat lender fluting rose but, gathering strength. 
Thrilled like a hundred instruments in tune. 
Here soft citoles, and here in liquid length 
The sobbing of tense harp string-, and all soon 
Rounded with murmurs of the full bassoon, 
And all words faded, and I ro>e, and lo 1 
A lady standing on the hill of woe. 

Adoivn her shoulders, over the broad breast, 

A caffVon robe fell lightly to her feet. 

Edged quaintly with meander, for the rest. 

Her changeful eyes were wonderfully street, 
^ea -coloured, and her braided hvir made meet 
binder a fillet of starred myrtle flow ers, 

More large and pare than any bloom of ours. 

Her face was even as apple blossom is 
Vhe-i first the rands awal ca it , her mouth 





Seemed hie the incarnation of a kiss , 

A philtre for all sono.' , in hi art drouth 
A fountain hre tilting of the fragrant sotith , 

A cage for songs —a ■violin—’ ho Vaovs ? 

Perchance, the rose tree of the worlds gnat ro.c ' 

halHope, thi eternal Muse she h ght, 

W hose Ups wol c music in Maanudes 
Through all (he allunalivcs of dnv and n ght, 

Siluic# and song that this poor van world secs 
SI e walks unchanged while old divinities 
Wither and die, and new creeds spring and fall, 

And new flow ers bent the net bom cuckoos call 

There in her loveliness she stood and sjjrca 1 
Her arms out to me in most smiling wise, 

Saying Oh, my servant, in such dreanhed, 

Why fto its thy sp nt ina wind of sighs ? 

What ruth and pits on gather to thmc eyes? 

What part hast thou with these > Ah t wnyw ard child 
Should X he element to them ? And she sm kd 
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0 ’ what a smile? Tot v"h*n «*i» ceas'd, on:" more 
I cact my eyes tsptn the <«ts cd fca ores 
And all tie pity tiu.t m> heart onec Lon. 

To watch the truth 103 of the loathsome ntavaifc» 
Fl»d from m», f or ihnr foal degenerate namies 
Sscnled under £ho«~ pare ej es of h»rt, a» belt 
Mosthkc* in, se»r from heaven > whi'e pinaid" 

Sh“ vanish'd Ther they hotlcd and hovM until 
The cave o'-ur, de-o d a r oJter «-crni?, 

V> foil of manning echoes word the hill 
Then rids tny hinds ray aching ears I boj^d, 

And rudung from that ern -1 cored groand 
From deft to clclt leap downw nrtL to tV sea, 
Y.T]”ie faint wave music wa> as balm to me 



euthanasia 

Hen igc comes bj and lays his frosty hands 
So lightly on nunc cy cs, that, scarce in are 
Of what an endless weight of gloom the) bear 
I paii»e, unstirred, and wait for his commands , 

When lime has bound these limbs of mine with band-, 
\tid hashed mint cars, and silvered all my hair, 
Maj sorrow come not, nor a aain despair 
Trouble my tout that meekly girded standi 

As silent rivers into silent lakes. 

Through hush of reeds that not a murmur bred s, 
Wind, mindful of the poppies whence they camt, 

So may my life, and calmly bum away. 

As ceases m a lamp at break of day 
The fragrant remnant of nitraonal flame 



THE PRAISE OF DIONYSUS 

Chat t Rtj z* 

To A D 

Behold, -have lie mountains there i» l'ght 
A streak of gold a hnc of gathering Ere, 

And the dim East hith suddenly grown bngh 
With pale ainal flame, that doves up b gh* r 
The lord mists that of the night aware 
Breasted the dark ravines and cover Is bare , 
Behold, behold ' the granite gates tmclo-c. 
And down the vies alync people flows , 
Dancing to music, in their dince they Sing 
Their frantic robes to tveij wind that blows 
And deathless praises to the vine -god sing 

Rearer they press, and nearer s ill in sight 
Still dancing blithely in a seemlj choir , 



2 HE PRAISE OF D/0 U SUS 


Tossing on high the symbol of their nte, 

The cone Upped thyrsus of a god’s desire 
Winter they come, tall damsels flushed and fair, 
^ ltb 1 •) circling then abundant hair , 

Onward, with eicn pace, in stately rows, 

With tyc that flashes, and with chcel, that glows, 
And all the while their tribute songs they bring 
And newer gloncs of the past disclose, 

And deathless praises to the vine god -mg 

The pure luxuriance of their limbs is white, 

And flashes clearer as they draw the Higher, 
Bathed in an air of infinite delight, 

.Siwinfh valhnut v-flund nf thorn nr OlcL nf nure 
Porne up by song as by a trumpet’s hlare, 

Leading the v m to conquest, on they fare , 
Tearless and bold, whoeier comes or goe,, 

These shining cohorts of Bacchantes clos*, 
Shouting and -houting till the mo in tains ring, 

And forests gnm forget the.r ar&eot »* 

And deathless praises to the vine god sin,/ 



Tl/C PTATSE OF DIO ^ J SIS 


YnJ youths aiu there, for whom full many a night 
fraught dreams of bit's vagn* Ircntu that haunt and tire 
Who rose in their own ccstasj bedight 
Anti wardered for n through many a scourging hiu 
YncI w aited shivering n the icy air, 

Ynd v rapped the leopard shin about them there 
Knowing for all the hitter air that froze. 

The Inn* most come that every poet knows 
When he shall rise and feel himsdf a king, 

Ynl follow, follow where the i.w grows 
And deathless p raises to the vine god sing 

But oh 1 within the heart of this great flight, 

Who-e wory arms hold up the golden lyre 7 
What form is this of more than mortal liught 7 
What matcnless beauty wh-t inspired ire 1 
The bundled oaatlieis know the pnze the, bear, 

And h-rmoniz* Jrar steps with sL-tely care , 

Bent to the mormrg lilt a living rose 
The unmortJ spleodoni ofht. face he show*, 

Anil v h—e he glances leaf and Power and v-ing 



tits ps -I ,sb or siom sirs 


Tt<p>iWe vi'h tap'wc, sluted .a that sepoK, 
And deathless praises to the vuic-gcd sing 


ew.05 

Pf 1VCE of the flute uid ivj, all th> foes 
Record the bounty tM tbs gvace btstov s 
But ne, thj to thy gtotj ding. 

\ndstilh no frigid lips our songs compose, 
Aoi deathless ptascs to the \®e god » ng 



THE LOSS OF THE “ EURYDICE 

March, *4, >878 

Tired with the toils that know no end, 

On " inttj *cas long doomed to roam, 

They smiled to think that Jlarch coaid lend 
Such radiant winds to wait (hem home , 
Loog penis over pas', 

They stood for port at last, 

Clo>e by the fair familiar water way. 

And on their sunlit lee 
All hearts were glad to see 
The crags ol Culver through the shining daj , 
While every white winged bird, 
l\hose joyous cry they heard. 

Seemed wild to shoot the nr' come that it. bore 
Of love from friends on shore 



T/f£ 10SS Of SHE SURYDICC 


Ah 1 hnsf lhai joj , 15 Mt bn C ( 

In March, 'hit loves not joj not nm ; 

0 buhst to the Wat of gocf 
Tilt port iVit nerer shall bt « on 1 
Fait slap, with ill sail set, 

Dwlsl them perch wet. forget 
The cbuigmg tiroes ami treacherous w rods of Spring 1 
And could those headlands gray 
Reheuse no tile to-diy 

Of vrtrks they have sun, and many 1 grievous thing 1 
Th> to.vcrrog dJT, D-twcee, 

Fv.ll mat, a uerc' \ r>««s,— 

Crj out <n turning voice I too much the) dare , 

Death gathers to the air ' 

A tvrnd blow sharp out of the nuith, 

And 0 ci the ishnd ndgts rove 
A sound of tuopest going c orth, 

And rnA.1 of ’ppronctang snoas. 

Then through tie sunlit jit 
Streamed 'Iarh the luted In r 



0 XPE LOSS OF THE "ElRiOICE" 

Of 'tona-closd, gathering for ihe light s efi r > e, 
Arl fiercely nte and fell 
Th* shnel o r wares, the 1 rdl 
Of ceansen, end the doota of Tranacnag «hit>=. , 

As with on eagle s 05 
The migh*y sec-ia itL.h*d tiy, 

TraJi'g its robe of «wr across th* wa-c. 

And gulfed lhcro I the agnre 

It pasted , it fell , and all was still , 

E_t, hern abound wanderer, vh-te rtre ll 
T"e vnno wv‘ down Mucd thabill, 



THE TOSS OF THF * EUFi DICE “ 


Thou not the less const punt in colours fur 
The ese of our despair 

hot bird for heroes is the death 
That greets them from the cannon s Up' 
\\hcn beaten « red nub flaming breath, 
And shales with roar of surdenng «luji» 
When through the thunder cloud 
Sounds to them, dear and loud. 

The totce of England calling them bj name 
And as their eyes grow dim 
They hear their nibon's hymn, 

And 1 oo« the preluac of immortal fame , 

Hut sad indeed is this. 

The meed of war to miss. 

To die for England, yet in dying know 
They lease no name but woe 

They cannot rest through coming year-- 
In any ground that England own* 

And billons sailer than our tears 
Wash 01 cr their unhonoured bone, , 



TifF LOSS OF THE rUFl DICE 


1 et in oar hearts the) rLst 
~\ot Jes> rocied md Meet 
Thltt those, their brothers vlio in lighting fell , 
Ivor shall our children h^ 

Their name pronounced less dear, 
When England s roll of gallant dead we tell , 
For ever shall our sh pis, 

There at the Solent s lips, 

Pass out to glory over their still bed 
And praise the silent dead 



SERENADE 

The lemon petals genii; fall 
Within the windier Indim night, 

The mid lt*m d waterfall 
Hangs, lingering like a ghostly light , 

Drop down to me, and linger long, my hem's entire 
delight 

Among the trees, the fiery flies 
Mote slowly m their robes of flame , 

Above them, through the liquid skic« 

The stars in squadrons do the same , 

Move through the garden down to me, and softly speak 

By midnight’s moving heart that shakes 
The coloured air and kindling gloom, 



SSREAjiDE 


B) all the forms that beanty takfc> 

In frart, in bfosom, in perfiiai“. 

Comedown ard still tie aching donbts dial haunt m? nna 

consume ' 

EUe if the eh Sly morning br«V- 
And thou has* head my voice m ran, 
li owed as o a fores laXe 
That thro-gh the trencher bears the ran, 

Beteaie lest Lo < himrcV passbj to Llesi th** sod— 



TO HENRIK IBSEN IN DRESDEN 


Within the box cry window nook, 

M) red oral co flowered to da> , 

Its colour fell upon the book 
That I was reading where I lay, — 

\ our own sardonic masq ic of Love, 
Wherein, whin last arnicas blew , 

I read, and marked the light above 
Come faintly tinted through 

And as jour gracious actse unfolds 
Its fluted mcaDings, leaf by leaf 
And knows not half the wealth it holds. 
Till, gathered in a rosy sheaf. 

The full proportioned flowers of song 
Flame, finished, from the perfect tree, 
And pour out perfume, pure and strong, 
For all the world and me, — 



TO HENRIK IBSEN IN DSESDEh 


So, now that May is veil begun, 

And eueLoos in the woodlwd shout, 

\tj perfect flower that loses the un 
\\ ill spread its faultless petals out , 

Each bloom will tell my brain of you, 
Korse poet r ith the tropic heart, 
from who* blind root there sloitlj greu 
Such Honors of perfect art 1 

Anil white 1 wait for jour new song 1 
To waft its fragrance o'er the sea, 

I hold the memories that Wong 
To j ou, to Ivorvsj and to roc , 

I vender where the wiki swan calls, 

And wl ere the itrh lnhc lies and 'limes. 
And » atch sonorous waterfalls 
lilt h, vhitetunp through the pines 

\ i * in the city of sweet names 
\\ fl-re Jsafiirll* ami Correjjio meet — 



TO UE\Rfk IBtfX IN DRESDEN 


T b) the tl isiml tided Thames, 

Indrearj squirt and sultrj street, — 
Both, bj one magnet drann, extend 
Our thoughts across On. northern dee]), 
Till both our beings mix and blend 
Where jarls and a lkmgs sleep 


So Hies i bridge icross the sen 
From jou to Norm), dear like glass 
A mistier framework, built for me, 
Permits my \aguer Hopes to pass 
One link remains unforged, one base 
The wirard s weird triangle needs, 
One raj to jom us face to face. 

And then our art succeeds 


That link between jour land and mine 
My English and jour Norse denies 
\our a erses lie like gems that b de 
In coFers sealed from English ejes 



ro HENRIK IBSEN IN DRESDEN 


Behind the ral tie dml) Incur 
A solemn figure stands complete. 
But feel not haw the draperies flow, 
Hov poise the hands and feet 


1 or me slow hows have drama ande 
The curtain that concealed the worl , 
Diaphanous thm webs still hide, 

And gain) faint concealments Inil , 
But all the gncious form aisplajcd 
Delights me with i*s sweeping lines, 
AnJ etcij daj some progress made 
Decreases sbatconfiner 

But oh ! to mn mj people s cj c* 

To s an 1 with me— to gue, admire, 
To ptai'c th' statue's form an ! «iw,— 
Tin* is th' goal of mj de«irc , 

I’u fnc~ I joj dream no rf rtt" weigh* 
Of rwr'ar j>» 



TO BF\RJh ISSEY 1 A DRESPEY 


The sturdy self sufficient hate 
Of all the world beside 

M) England, whew the grass is deep, 

And bums with buttercups in Maj, 

VHum broohside violets nod m sleep, 

Washed purer purple by tlie spray ; 

My England of the August com — 

The heavy headed waving gold,— 

Sweet blossoming land from bourne to bourne. 
Whose name and speech I hold, 


Receiv es my homage , none the less 
I deem some precious things may be. 
With which the sovereign Muses bless 
The world outside our circling 'ea , 
Some unknown gift the gods may leave 
To be enshrined in alien lands, 

A boon we humbly must receive 
riom un fami liar hands 




TO 3E\ V I^ ISSE I DTESBE 


For jot th slow ravage of Lae 

Will biCp the c*»ed year vroi.-5 have woa 
Wha torcaoa speech fro a dine to dni 
c -h_fl L_1 tc &. oas l. o o_t 
Tfc<*rs. Pep-biic o th _rts 
VT*I crown veer dtslnl-ssCjn wilt bar 1 
\tc*2<n j»o ter— ues ™-l batet, ttaifr. 
Are c-i on trod envaj- 

Fo b wha is there Jcs*tos 
B— « hi — rea ret, 

II ~f H l sac, -1 ' ^.ew w ih 
Ardw Jifowex h^uws, ^-s 1 
Tore Ik s o w s — rc'o, 

Ard L Tzrr y*: tow alhr 
H«V 2irr< »• » "itsirjTfv.J WC-tC, 
dca* L *o cfr-*=. 


T3t 

T- 


I i-i~* 



IICSKIK IBSEJTI\ DRESDE\ 


Tremble with change, and shivering so. 
With gathered voices shake and shriek, 
1 ou tremble not, but Lrave and strong. 
Four forth as from a trumpets mouth, 
The great anathemas of song 
Sent northward from the south 

% oik then in patience, till you see 
The confines of your Holy Land, 

That Palestine of poes> , 

Where Agnes n aits for j on, and Brand , 
Pull on with strenuous arm and oar. 

The sandy bar will soon be past. 

And grassy odours from the shore 
Proclaim jou home at last ' 


May, 1872 



THE SISTERS 

A DORIAN TOVIX. 

Philemon Lnsidice 

lysidicf. 

Dfspest, the onyx limp is at thj side, 
Tne vme sarrotmded casement open wide, 
\nd cm the floor’s mosaic I hire set 
Green sprigs of we and bods of serpolct. 
And still the run upon their leases is wet 
Farewell, farewell, and imp thyself to sleep 



nSJDICE. 


Mi Jel Tcdese jot, burning cjcsanJ blue' 
Mc!l to a cloud, and flm yourselves in den, 
Else must I kiss you under either brow 1 


PHILEMON 

I ought to soothe myself to slumber bow 
Were 1 1 scs poppies or oohnon kn e 1 

LSStDICE 

Yea, soon behind our dear pomegranate grove 
The large slow footed moon will glide and set. 
And all the vorld its weanness forget 

PHILEMON 

Bon down once tnote that little curly head 
And lay those soft arms os the saffron bed , 
Amorg the trees, *nd where tire eh-de Is deep, 
Who comes to night when nil the world s asleep? 



THE STSTEfCS 


LYSIDICE. 

Oh, hush 1 he will not see me, will not know 
That I can hear his footfall there below 

PHILEMON 

And whilst thoo hstenest for his wandering feci, 
May I not also keep my aigil, sweet ? 

IASIUICC. 

Thou hast no reason, dear, to lie awake , 

I seek to sleep but cannot for loan’s sal c 
Ah, uho has told thee that he comes ai mghl 
I hardly told my heart m, heart's delight 
He rare* sets, he perer hears me there, 

I he, with fluttering puke, till unaware 
His presence seems to iju cUcn all the sir 
Is I e n r * god like, dear rhihruon ? 

Ld e I 'ns when the Ir j ’c doty s 1 oat 
\z -11, fan 1 "1 s’ 'ralVrstnaflam-? 

I ll e pea* Ad <*» s 1 en tl e Cyprian c" - 



TBF SJSTFFF 


Alld flushed Lit® v.itli cuilnces? •Mi ' that smile ' 
1 fun for shame must hide my fate awhile 1 
Ah ) pity for m> lot e s sale,— since thr breast 
Has no such reason for n sicL unrest 
• BOlMO* 

Dta'da’Jjjoung VretJurUe c.thnuusbcst, 
And t scan old to tbei ard pastrs, tune, 

Tne yean, forsooth) beyond thy bidding prime 

USIDJCE. 

Last mom ho came, and with hb aims be led 
A new nastier) lamb ivilh roses round ilsheod , 
He seemed to mean lm.Vm.iy gift ter me, 

Bu' blasted >oo m«b my blushing face lo s*e— 
Haw su«l v> r. to tell *hee tU ray woe 

PHILEMON 

Speak on, nor heed, tote, that I tremble so 
1A3PSCE 

l stole up towards lam when lus 8w3 s 1 sj down 
Horn sire's of noontide on the pastures l town , 



THE SISTERS 


Before him flashed a distant streal. of sen, 
Behind him rose a whispering tamarisk tree 
I listened dose, and, sister, ere he set 
The laughing calathns his lips to net. 

His eyes were sparkling, and— it might not be— 
I thought he whispered low " Ljsidice • ' 

rttlLtMOV 

Behind that tree, and where the ojnes throw. 

\ silver shadow on the leaves bclc w > 

Say, hast then been ? 

nsiDtcF. 

^ ct, where the houghs di )>'s 
\n I show , half nC'tlid mile dim hill side 
A noiselcs* and t~lramplcd place of toialr 
Thro wecp-si, ss or, foe die lamp illumes 
Tlic sVuig fringes of those sweetest c>cs 5 



TUB SISTERS 


In memory, Chou m neb in ih> to oaj, 
Let me go siknt on a sadder way 


nsiDrCE. 

\ burning tea* has oropi*d upon my band 
Hare I done ill ! I cannot understand * 

rams mon 

Among (he that fill that oh\e shade 
I wandered once ju»t sud a joyous maul 

As thou. U ithia ray c rating hands I held 
A yanttg ci oJi, who hy song impelled, 

Struck with his feet the cithern of his mnn , 

I laughed, inspired b\ all the amorous things 
Th“ sacred crea'OR hinted till I threw 
Backnard my head, and caught against the blue 
A man s keen face that looked me through and through 


1ASID1CE 

Let me come nearer, for jou whisper low 



THE SISTERS 


PHILEMON 

1 spread m> fingers, let tie wild \ungs go. 
Spring to my feet, and would fm£ fled, bert h. 

VS os swifter, and Ins arms encompassed me 
Bc"<s<th tie «hade he v oocd mj fears an aj , 

}ml showed tb" channel where h'S shallop hj , 
UeVaed upon th «cas Oh 1 strange anil aw cr t 
To sit at Aphrodite s awful feet ! 

Next morn I «tolc, and latd aeros, her shrine 
V fillet of th* c wine dark locks of mine 
An »rj wreath, a grasshopper in gold 
‘•he rcre fro-i cat the tingling foam and col 1 
'•he rate it «'ill, and when I h -ard ihe roar 
Of <Vant "nrcs I pr>jed to her the more 
1 t *11 m on 



THE SISTZT 9 


I, too, before the da™ to day hung up 
In Apl rodite’s shrwc my sih er cup 
Engraved with massy combats of old 1 jngs 


PHILEMON 

I pray the gods that with all pleasant things 
Thy life at alt times may be crow ned and blest 
May all the sweets into thy ci p be pressed 
T1 at the sad gods forgot in mi'-ing mine 

LISIDICE 

Tell me what end came of this lore of thine ? 

PHILEMON 

There is but one fixed goal where loie may fare 
And every loser that tbe world shall bear , 

After brief space or lengthened, weal or woe, 
They downward and in solitude must go 
Where the Queen sits with poppies round her hair 
Brief was our time for passion, scant and rare 



tat SISTERS 


The herns offltesare ra tn> Me have been 
One dull October n^ht when mis were tacn, 

And I snlhin the quiet house began 
To cleai the so*l vhite spinning wool a span 
forth from raj lutes, and thou ivert bent to hold 
The oil press lonlj coring liquid gold. 

Silent, before the fire, « e two alone, 

There came on) of the dirk ouail ng tnoau,— 

Ills to et in ti'ioiy— md I rose, bat thou 
Heard s' toih "g ard 1 rer st r o*’' ing of my woe 
1 felt tLat f-r atvav at sea his btiath 
11 *j 1 ealkd or, tunc at the last hour uf death. 

An ! through the iburdmag foam and roaong tide 
Mj Van had Vard llr \ hi per as he died 
^ca, Aj’iroditc, toTihcai <ea viscsprai, 

ILil h j d roj prajtr in btrtr n mystic «5) 



THE SISTERS 


My foolish hatdpcss ? See, my cheeks ire wet 
With passionate falling of temorseful te 1TS 

PHILENIOV 

Thou hast the spring tide lightness of tl'J years, 

Sister 1 Behold, my arms are open widf, 

Thost i:in reproaches in this bosom We 1 
Dream not that life has lost all bliss for me , 

Content to lore and live atjp in in thcc 

Fair throbbing head, and flowing wealth of tress 

Alive in its own glancing loveliness, 

Soft necl , warm hands, and best of all, I know. 

Clear virgin heart fast beating down belO". 

These a r e my lo' es, ard til 1 that S'crcd hour 
When Love shall crown thcc with his mother’s flower, 
A-d I into the strong hands of a man 
Shall gue thee, as a sister only Can, 

Tbcae are my care, ana ail m} ufe shall he 
Absorbed m conquering thy destiny , 

What woes the gods may for our heads prepve, 

With cheerful countenance and instant prayer. 



THE SISTERS 


I mil prevail that 1 alone may bear 
Bat nhett that day of (lays at last shall dawn 
VP*n updcrawl. Vlic platen on V « last 
Om hands suspend the sueath of dripping buds, 
Tour lotos garland, starred mth multitudes 
Or nuptial blossoms steeped in licit perfume, 
VThcn all the maidens tl.rong to vie* the room 
Along rv hose walk the town s best art provide; 
S" eel amorous s'onc. modem to brides, 

1\ htn crowned with hyacinths, i chorus loud, 
The ittgttts ehan» tby ptawes in 0 cwd, 

And only hush, when on the ground they pour 
The fragrant od, one last libation more, — 
Then, darling oh I may I be there to weep 
Still tears of ecstasy tint downward creep, 

'lay holy Cypns round thy body twine 
The s’arod firdle ofhtrchaim do me, 

An I then mn I/ne, ell swallowed up in thee, 
Forge 1 , aca* even m dream', to suit ire 



the farm 

To B T 

Faf in the soft warm west 

Thereto* an orchard nest, 

Wlcre ever) spring (he Mac! -caps eom c 
AidluiU fctmssUtsufcitoyhom 


And make a netaorl fi ne 
hat rise fiom off th c dewy grass. 


And when the spring warmth shoots 
Al^eUu: an*™,,. 


T ta E k»„ 4tatmcijIMfc 



THE FARM 


And then, first cold and white, 

Soon flashing with delight. 

The blossom heads come out and blow 
And mimic sunset tinted snov 

Just where my farm house end,. 

A single gable bends, 

\nd one 1111]] window, icy bound, 
Looks into tbi, enchanted ground 

I sit there while I vnle. 

And dream in tlie d m 1 ght 
fhat fiooos themL't} orchid tu rough, 
A pile-green vapour Urged with 11 lc 

And wa ch the grow ng vcir, 

The flower lb a* sj-rrp -"1 \r-tr, 
TJcajro!* ISrw tHt rte'tt wv, 

TI * eolo jb of the cl ang rd , 



THE FARM 


The falling blossom fills 
The cops of daffodils, 

That loll their perfume haunted heads 
Along the feathery parsley beds 


And then the young girls come 
To tab* the gold flowers home , 
The) stand there, laughing, lilac white. 
Within the orchard's green twilight 

The rough old walls decay, 

And moulder day by <laj , 

The fern roots tear them, stone by stone, 
The ivy drags them, overgrown , 

But still they serve lo J-ecp 
This little shrine of sleep 
Intact for singing birds and bees 
And lovers no less shy than these 



THE FARM 


Soft perfumes b'ovro nn wa> 
Remind me day by day 
Hot spring and summer flower anrrge 
The r aranVie interchange 

For, in th* still warm night, 

I taste th» fain delight 
Of dim whre volets th't li- 
Tar down in depths o r grctr'i3 

Ard from the wild white rt»c 
That in my tvnJi r blows 
At daman odo u * pare ana flne 
Comes onfti"g Iihe the seen* o' wine 

1 hr*, nfewrari tre* , 

'Ij o "1 r ' seen, to re 
/fa -gtr * 'ca'oel; we . 

T1<t e r th*j ecalcan’ 



THE FAR If 


Nor seen), it strange incited 
To hold the happ) creed 
That all fair things that bloom and die 
Have conscion 1 life ns w ell as I 

That not in vain arise 
The spccducll s azure. ejes, 

Like 'tars upon the mer's bnnk 
That shine unseen of us, and sink 

That sot for Man is made 
All colour, light and ihade, 

All beaut) ripened out of tight, — 

But to fulfil its own delight 

The black taps croon and sa ing 
Deep in the night, and sing 
No songs in which man s life is Blent, 


But to einbodv then content 



THE TARtT 


Then let me joy to be 
Alive With bird and tree, 

And haa e no haughtier aim than this— 
To be a partner m thar bliss 

So shall my soul at peace 
From anxious carping cease, 

Fed slowly like a wholesome bud 
V-ith sap of healthy thoughts and goal 

That when at last I die, 
hoprusemay earth deny, 

But vath her living forms combine 
To chant a threnody divine 



Till. I'llT.-PL-WnR 

< not., ard palm 'li elfil fiutii the torn 1 heal, 
Th; jounj limit it tci i>r jutt hit ‘tuping bj, 
Ami f cts Ihc twin pi[t. to I it lip. to tr> 

Vjne mf nflnlru'h phx' ns where lovcn meet 
0 wart tnu icna, Inin, uwl f-menre fleet, 

Ilntf nil ilclirht, anl joutli’ hit fun to fl) 1 
1'ipe on in pr*cc I T o mnrrin, mint uc die? 
Wlm Witter, ift* » life to il-) Ik: sweet 1 
‘'Oon, iaon, the tiller paper rcolt tint tipli 
Along the hscied Ktur Mill repeat 
The echo of the <hrl ttolcil iKarcre' feel, 

Who etti) jo.i, with wailinf, where must lu 
lour swathed and withered l*xh , b) and hj, 

In perfumed ihi) nc^s i.itli the grains of wheat 



f\ THE BAY 


F \r out io east one streak of golden light 
bho—s where the hnes of sea and hca.\ cn unite, — 

\Vh tc hesseo shot through with film of flying cloud, 
Gray «ei the wind jasl flutters, and nukes bnght. 

And wa' Co to mtmc neither low nor lerad 

Two hems jut out, and jo-n, an ] ran the bay , 

5 a c wnere a sna* white « npof ditngle ru, 

Ereal through the bar, where, Wad as Wail can be 
Their s «-j) and hollow roc’ t rejour 1 -'ll das 
T1 » jarred 'i jrto of the t-mburg -« 

Ue*e c.a wr> d df, *Ue bo' lw ait 
Ilod-rl c r Lr*b an 1 tace brciTi in 1 1 rp* 

V, c I r -g-d a" 1 »/ ojtcl, |)’_1 irg v ilh slo t f r 
T-'r-nH 1 *! Jpo'H’h- "... c-1 Vjere, 

» J Wb 



/.V TIIF BAi 


Then loping down together with a ctj . 

I niched them dish into the waves, nnd Rj 
Around the shallow s ns a sea ’urd bends, 

Tossing the froth nnd summing, and then I 
Plunged 111 c Anon to mj dolphin friends 

Tin. cool impasT e water clang nnd pics od 
\ round our buajant bodies, licnd nnd breast , 
fionnv aid I sin! through green mil liquid gloom 
Jlj nil the streams of shore md sens mrcssetl, 

Dnrl Mtrcou. depths In fnint cross lights illunitd 

And rising once ngnrn to sunlit ait 
We Hung the salt dnp back from beard nnd hnir. 
And shouted to the sun, nnd knew no more 
The trodden earth, with nil its pain nnd cart. 

But set our Pices sea ward from the short 

Then, lo 1 the narro'v streak of eastern light 
Along the dark sea’s line, began to smite 



/.V THE BAY 


Its radiance high up heaven, the flying mist 
Sped from the sky, and left it gold and white. 

Aid made the tossing sea like amethyst 

Midway between the rocks that girt the ha). 

An islet rote, of rod as blad as they , 

Sombre it stood against the glowing sk>, 

And two of as swam out to it straightway, 

And deft thi wares with strenuous arm and thigh . 

And as I strove and wrestled in the race, 

I turned and saw my comrade’s merry face , 

The sunlight fell upon his hair, and through 
The film or water showed the sinewy grace 
Or a hue limbs, bright against the sea's green blue 

So, laughingly, we non the rock, and then 
Gimbnlup nd waited for our fclbv men, 
hat ( n the eastward brink of it, and let 
Thecal! Plan d ng apoa tn r feet “gain, 

ptahoar lirnl- u nh tanplv crUihed and vet 



Z.V THE Bii 


There, holding Inch the net hut from my c>es 
The moment sored me \ ith us strange surprise 
Stroghtwo) I lost ill seme of present things 
And in the spirit, ns no cnglt flics, 

I /lotted to the sunrise on wide wings 


borne antique fren’j sliding through mv brain 
Made nntunl thought t moon upon the wane. 
Fast fading in t itgue and silvery si > 

1 1 now not if such moment be not gam , 
They teach us, sure!) , what it is to die 

But suddenly lit} comrade spoke , the sound 
Recalled mv soul again to rommon ground 
And now, hi c «ea gods on a holiday, 

M) friends were tumbling m tilt foam around, 
Vnd made the a. aft is hoary with their play 

With that, I spread mv rial ed arms and Hit > 
Mj hands together otrmj head and 1 net 



IN THE DU 


That all was changing into cool repose, 

\nd while into the pulsing deep I flew, 

My glad heart sang its greeting , ah ' who knows 

What power the sea may have to understand, 

Since all night long it whispers to the land, 

\nd moans along the shallows, and cries out 
Where sherries in the lone!) channels stand, 

And sounds in drov nmg cars a mighty shout ? 

“Sea that I loie, with arms extended wide, 

1 clasp you as the bridegroom clasps the bride , 
Strang sea, receive me throbbing , close me round 
Vufti IcL'lei fam embracing, \ "bitfi Acrur-d, 

I plnngi a ad revel in thy coo 1 profound 1 



Have I not known thee? Lo ' thy breath was mild 
Abo it my body tv hen I ins a child , 

JI) hair was blanched milh sea wind* full of brine 
No voice beguiled me as tby v Dice be-nulcd 
The loveliest face my childhood knew was dune 1 

' Then on the shore in shadow , but to day 
l plunge lar out into the sun lit spray , 

A cluld's heart gate thee all a child’s heart c.,n, 
But non I lost thee in a bolder wav, 

And take the fiercer pastime of a man 


“ Nor I alone enjoy thee 1 Hen. a score, 
Comrades of mine rad slid a million more 
Might leap to thee , thou wouldsi rejoice again 
Like her of old whose mystic body bore 
As many breasts as there are months of men 

“ Clinging, thy cool sprav mal es us thine atone 
We have no human passion of our own , 



»J5 


/ft THE BAY 


Here all is thine, prone holy and dumb soul , 
Thine, for thy \aa\cs to dash, thy foam to cross n, 
Thy circling eddies lo caress and roll ! 

"N\ itl» that I sbo along lie glittering s'a, 

Parting the foam, and plunging full of glee, 

Tossed Inch mj tangled liair, and struck far out 
"Where onent sunrise pased a path for me, 

And rhrpenng \ ascs returned mj lyric shout- 

Bclnrd me and around me, lithe and fur, 

I »1 e Triton 1 mgs at sport my conua its i ere — 
''orre to. mg conches that they had dised to find, 
Sf ime sjcea tog rudd, V»\ , asvl sjas^o' bait 
To a oo the soft cool 1 1 'o» of the a rod 



IV THE EAV 


All 1 for the sky put off its lohe of gold , 

A sharp wind Hew out of a cloudv fold , 

The hitter sea but mocked us ' To the core 
The keen breeze ] lcrccd us \ ith a cutting cold 
And sad ini numb v\e huddled to the shore 

So pass life s ecstasies and )ct, ah me ! 

Whit sorrow if no change should cier be. 
Since, out of gne\ ing at a present blight 
Come sweeter « afts of garnered memory, 

And sweeter yearning for a new delight 

And but for that chill end m nun and wind, 

I know not if my changing brain would find 
On its palimpsest memories of that day 
When full of life and youth and careless mind 
We dashed and shouted in the sunlit lny 



THE BALLAD OF DEAD CITIES 

TO * L 

"Where are the aue» of the plain 5 
And irhere Ufslnncs of rapt Bethel* 
And Cilih built of Tubal Cara* 

And Shnur whence King Araraphcl 
Came ont in arms and fought, and fell, 
Drcoyed into the pit? of slime 
Bj Siddim, and i> it ►heci to hell , 

Where ace 'be aues o f oM line? 



THE BALLAD OF DL ID CITIEi 


Tlicj fade like echo in a shell , 
Where ate the cities of old time? 

And a here is while Shush an, again, 
Where Vashli s bciutj bore the bell. 
And all the Jewish oil and grain 
Were brought to Mithndalh to sell. 
Where Nehcimoli would not dwell. 
Because another town sublime 
Decoyed him with her oracle 5 
Were are the cities of old time? 

E..VOI 

Prince, With a dolorous, ceaseless 1 ncll 
Aho\e their wasted toil and crime 
The waters of ©blmoo swell 
Where are the cities of old time? 



THE BATH 


vtith rosy palms against hci bosom jircssed 
To Stflj the shudder that she dreads of old, 
Ljsidicc glides down, till silver cold 
The « afar gmffcs hUf Aer breast , 

i ) ellou butterfly on floncry quest 
Rides the roses that her tresses hold 
A lireczc comes Hindering through the fold on fold 
Of dnpenes curtaining her shrine of rest 
‘■oft bcau'j , liVc Vr 1 indred [ elaL s', meed 
rtlong theensta! coolness, llicic she lies 
Whit 'is on grihfes tl o»e gentle eyes ? 

She dreams she standi "here yesterd'j she stood, 
here si le ll e whole arena ihncLs for blood, 

Ho- n lb; s. nd i gladiator dies 



THE NEW ENDYMION 

Behind the ghosll) poplar trees 
The moon rose high t h_o Ccln died ■ 
To Tv in the fiicl enng midnight brtctc 
I’d throw n the cut tuns both aside, 
And this was how I came to sec, 

In tnj most tearless agony, 

The red moon in the poplar tree 

The scent of hlics, stcklj sweet, 

, Just floated through the sinning air, 
And the hot perfume of the wheat 
Hung 111 e a a apour ever) where , 

The anguish of the summer night 
Close, breath! ls", sultrj still and bright, 
Seemed without hope and infinite 



THE HEW ENDYMIOh 


But most the round orb of the moon. 

That one by ooe the branches hissed, 
Drawn oat of ber flashed waking swoon. 
And changed to gold above the mist. 
Seemed like a rancorous enemy. 

Who climbed b} stairs into the si 3 
Better to see m> darling die 

Vnil I rememb-red, hushed at heart, 

W ithout a tear, though she was dead,— 
As if my future had no part 
In that cold past upon the bed,— 

I thought how much the moon had 'ccn 
Of happy diys that lay between 
Thes-icc roij be and sad has been 


Qai*cnrg to feel ho r, e-cry time 
I forged another link of lo.e, 

The it vs ie moon h_5 teemed to climb, 
knlv eh m, hjs, ml hang aho.’c , 



ysn Et'DYitiai. 


r shuddered, and any thoughts I cast, 
While all rnv \cins were beating fast. 
Across m5 memories of the past. 


I thought of that dear tropic night. 
When, like a oird, through Inoian seas 
Our ship unfolded wings of light. 

And lost the Innd by soft degrees 
She paced the deck , 1 huwd the. stir 
Of robes, her beauty s minister, 

A«d at the la-l I spoke to her 


But while our budding fortunes crossed. 
Amid her courteous flights of speech. 
My careless vision slowly lost 
The range of palm trees on the bc.ach, 
Whereat another light began 
Behind the isles of Andaman, 

And up the golden moonlight ran 



rn£ vsir £\Dimov 


I turned md saw her gentle face, 

Those violet moon shot ejes I sin. 

And in that aery hour and place 
Bent like a vassal to her law , 

But jtt I dared not speak, and soon 
5 be rose and suddenly had gone, 

And left me to the florid moon 

I thought me of a winter street, 

And hew tic Gist t me, ca my aw, 

X felt her gentle pulses beat 
As in a virgin a ague alarm , 

We let the rest pass on before, 

An 1 talking lingered, more and more 
Hid an the city’s kindly roar 

The great crowd caught ns in rls net. 

And prc'-cil os do c» to cedi other , 
Vespolcof all ‘mcc 1 si a c met, 

And 1 ijd «d 1 ’ e eu’er and like brother . 



TUB AtU BA’Dl mo V 


I ill the while, with freed intent, 
Towards some mote serious silence bent 
To sat a certain thing I meant 


In tain, — till out of the blue night, 
Tehind the vwt twthedril spire. 
There win into our sudden s ght 
A globe of honev colourcu fire. 

And in the wonder of the view 
She hi shed her tall ing, and I knew 
How ! nJ her heart was and how tme 


I thought, too, of the magic hour 
Vi hen in one sacred chamber bound. 

She loo'e-d her wreath of orange flow er. 

And dropped her wp-dth of h-ur uncrowned 
And I, with teadcrust fingers lnru! 

Aboi t the -bmness of her waist, 

Her cool and cream wlute throat embraced 



THE jvr W EVJ?i IlCfhr 


And through this window pane we glanced 
And saw the silvery soft may moon — 
Lil e some young mrnnad that hath danced 
Till her bright head is in a swoon, — 
Lean op against the poplar tree, 

And in the wild wind we could see 
The leaves fold round h*r amorously 


They folded round as sisters might 
ArojnJ a maiden rcl. to death, 
Whom sum* pifidious churl and light 
Had cheated with delusive breath 
The moan 4 white free lint golden honr 
Had something of the tin s that lour 
About th» izaxL c in flower 

A et that Lst n ght when Celia died 
Th" noon s f cs had 3 strirgcr _ 1 
A 1*1*1 of icoty lueabnJe, 

I "a -u tc 1 rcso ate and f-jr 



THE HEW BV&VariOV 


M3 


Through all my sorrow, all mj pain, 
I gated upon the orbagatn, 

Till my pent anguish gushed in ram , 


And then upon her face I fell, 

"My vnect, lost Oil a s, and my arms 
Clasped round once more the miracle 
Of her dis me and tender charms , 

The room, grew dad , I know not why,— 
1 gazed and saw that, suddenly, 

The moon v as ashy in the sk> 


1 hen 1 arose and left the dead, 

And wandered up into the wood, 
Till bnar inti honeysuckle shed 
A 'ubtle odour v here I s'ood 
And there, beneath the boughs that lie 
Thm leaved against the stars on high, 
The moon swam down tne lirjuia sky 



THE * EH E'D } I10\ 


and since that right o f p am ard lo e 
I hare not 'elt a» o h«j» it 1 
An alien in t^eir coj" I irov_ 

\nd from th;ir n j »j v o 1 1 1 « cal 
The common v j» ofl f' I =hun, 

\nd quit nr comrades even one. 

And Ire seques-ered from the sun 

B twhen tnecrcscc”t noon beg- ns 
To fill her «1 cc 3er bo with “ire 
A dream upon m- L n-r ,-ias, 

T 1 rgPLh nib a fo-d deiro , 

I >nn le a 1 o ~2 lh' rno a tain top , 

El wl n fc*j no lh -ir r_nge she drop--, 
’ ! y 1 — ir n! nac I dp an 1 * ops 



THE AEir EAP1 UlO' 


And when the perfect moon appear* 
A gdden paragon of spheres, 

I me a god among mj peers 

Twelve times within the wi ary year 
That marvellous hour of joj return' 
\nd till its rapture reappear 
Mj pulse is like a flame that bums 
I have no wonder, non, noc care 
For anj woman’s hinds or hair, 

Tor ant face, however fair 

\h ' what am 1 that she should bend 
Her glorious godship down to me ? 
"Mj mortal weal ness cannot lend 
Fresh light to her vast doitv 1 
I know not ’ onlv this I know — 

She loves me, she has v died it so 
And blindly m her light I go 

Swet' , n ske me as a racuo'na pool 



7iie \eit £' m sio \ 


Wuh U>y *cfi t_diJics ranwed o er, 
Or He ie mxn f ra, gray and cool, 
Tha h.des tty rir*n» n its core, 

I rt&t gTO— old «j:i pi_s cs-ay , 

Tho *iTl immortsl , lore, I pray, 

Bcrd o er rr:e on my CiuJ day ' 



WIND OF PROVENCE 

O wiv o of ProvcDce, subtle wind that blows 
Through coverts of the impenetrable rose, 

O musical soft wind, come near to me, 

Come down into these hollows b> the sea, 

0 wind of Provence, heaw \> ith the rose 1 

How once along the blue se i’s battlements 
Th) amorous rose trees poured their spicy scents 1 
The heavy perfume streamed down granite walls. 
Where now the pncUy cactus gibes and crawls 
Down towards cold waves from grim rock battlements 

Of all the attar, sharp and resinous, 

The spines and stalks alone are left for us. 



KIND OF PKOi FACE 


M* 

And so much «icllj essence as nia) cleave 
About the hands of maidens when they # cave 
Wild ros^s into ttreiths of bloom for us 

Where are the old <h>s vanished, ah I who knows ' 
When nil the wide world blossomed with the rose, 
When all the world was full of frail-, desire, 

When love was passion and when flowers were fire 
Where arc the old days vanished, ah 1 who knows ? 

Come down, 0 wind of Provence, sing igam 
In m3 lulled cars, for quenching of all pun, 

The hlan; of endless amorous hours. 

The *ong of 'ongv tbit blossomed with the flowers, 
tnd brightened v hen the Powers dccavcd vg-un 



' fVD OF PROPENC& 


Loses ladies paced thesward beneath all towers, 

Tiieir grass green satins stirred the dais) loners , 

Iso knight or dame was pale with spent desire, 

1 or pleasure senul them as an altar fire , 

Their mortal spirits faded like soft (loners 

Some wreaths and robes, a lute with mouldered strings. 
One cleat perennial song on deathless wings, 

Sul! tell us later men of those delights 
That filled their liappj da)s and passionate nights, 
While Life smote gailj on his tense h up strings 

Nosy cold earth coicrs all of them with death , 

The gnj world tinsels on with failing breath. 

Long basing passed her prime, and twilight comes. 
And some men wait for dream millenniums, 

But most are gathering up their robes for death 

The old air hangs about us cold and strange , 

Vi e stand like blind men, wistful for a change, 

But onlj darkness hes on either hand, 



WIND Of PROi"£\CE 


And in a sinister, unlovely land, 

We cling together, waiting for the change 

Bat in this little intern.! of rest 
May one not pres, the rose flower to his breast. 
The sanguine rose whose passionate delight 
In amount, days of old was infinite, 

And now, like some narcotic, sings of rest 1 

So be it » I, the child of this Inst age, 

To whom the shadow of death is heritage, 

M ill *ct tn) face to dream igainst the pJS* , 
This time of tears and trouble cannot last, 
The dawn must some time herald a nen age 

Till then, O wind or Pro cnee, thnll ruj brun 
W nh must, and terebinth and dewy rain 
1 rom <r er ltivaojs roses, and declare 
Tha' wine is delicate and v Oman fair , 
Ore} of Pio-encc, shall I call in vain* 



RQhDEAl) 

If tost stiottlii furs, tad W( dcd»"v 
Below the fit mendiin ago, 

And chom of all hit golden diets 
His rcij.il elite »nd loiebness. 

Be no mote worth i bwrt liVe that. 

Let tool % nobler passion pine, 

B«' , with n tlar Vj A. me, 

Lst Mt-motj plj hoi -oft iddtras 
Tf Love should famt , 

And ob 1 Ibis hgjird heart of mins. 

Like some tall pilgrim stirred nth nine, 
ithe in pup $ dear distress, 
lift* the ImI-ds ot tVrj cues 
Tb wntl IV foudwd. case combine, 

H Lose shcwld Punt 



MOORLAND 

Nnv the bultcrctp? of M->j 

T’-rtiJ* Lmter day by daj 

\nd ihc *‘alU o r flowering closer 
’ al c the June field red all o-er — 

\o"> the a. loo lilea bell 
To-Miles a a 1 faitrcll 
Vnd h n h v rgale jxrcc ring 
Lore* • nto ei enlsl ergnfing — 

Lc b tb n ju- -nd go 

-‘fe tb fc^he-ft' ictbow 
Meet »gr { olr'.-a'der 
I - 1 c c*ri/b IV 



ilOORLA VD 


Just "l jcar ago lo da), 

Friend, ac climbed (he self same uaj , 
Through the Milage green, and higher 
Tost the smiths 's thundering fire , 


l p and up and where the bill 
V> ound us b> the eider still , 

Whom the tn.thu’c &<un th>. meadow 
Sal along the hedge for shadow 


Where the little wayside inn 
gnats that the moon begin, 

Ah i remember alt our laughter, 
Loitering at the bar, — and after 1 


All must be the same to das , 

All must took the same old waj , 
Out) dial tlie sweet child maiden 
We admired so well, fruit laden. 



tlCOHii'D 


Xow 1A e aa expanded bad, 

Must lie blown to irointnliood, 

^nd lie fnli'T lips and bosom 
Must proclaim the perfect blo'rom 


Oce «tep more 1 Before ro, lo * 

Sheer tic great nr vine Wow, 

Emp'v, save where one brown plo.er 
Mi cels acres. tie ferny cmer ’ 


Here, r '■ere all me •all'-y lies 
Li».e a scroll befo'e car eye:, 

Let c, sp- 'll our golden leis-ire 
In s world o r lary plcarsre 


Comr^a,!* yo.r bean forg” 

All t’-c tier gits that fray arl fret , 
Ti'I tc* Sw“ dawr Care c-, ) on *cr 
*• ' ei } ve ta t> * fern, vJ -> 



WOOKlAhD 


Sue below us, where the sln/vui 
Winds with broken sihet gleam, 

How the nervous quivering sallows 
Bend and dare not touch the shallows t 


In that willow shaded pod, 

W hen last lime the auo were cool, 

Hon ne made the hot noon shiver 
With our plunge into the river 

In the sweet sun, side by side 
\ou and I and none beside I 
Head and hands, thrown backward, sltclcn, 
bunk into the soft warm bracken 


Up in heaven a mill > sky 
Floats across us leisurely , 

When vve dose our eves, the duller 
Half light seems a faint red colour 



fOORLA.tD 


In thi» n earj life of ours 
Piss too m^nj leaden Boars , 

In oar chronicles of passion 
Too roach apes tbc world s dull fash 

If oar spirit strive to be 
Pntc and high in their degree, 

Let ns learn the soanng paean 
Urdei God s oim empyrean 

Leisure in the sun and -ur 
'(al es the spirit 'trong and fair , 
Flaccid veins and pallid features 
\rc no' fit for 4.} bom creatures 

Come then, for the boats of Maj 
" an* aad falter, daj bj day, 

And the thrushes fu-t Joti* chant' 
"ill ha-e walled the woods bef-re 



THE GOLDEN ISLES 

r» / a s 

Sad would Ox. sail ivatcs be, 

And cold the singing sea, 

And dark the gulfs that echo to tke s«iut stringed l)re, 
If ihings i cie ft lint the) seem, 

If life had no fur dream, 

No nunge made to tip the doll sui hae mth fire 

Then Sleep would hare no light 
And Death no \one or sight , 

Their 'ister Sorrow, too, would he as blind as they, 
And m this world of doubt 
Our souls w oald roam about, 

And find no song to siag and no word good to sas 



TtTF GOLDEN ISLES 


■59 


The reverend forms the) bear 
Of sfcwub fasntd -Mill f-uT, 

On whose hcui roeks, of old, heroic Reel 1 : hs\c struck, 
Who'C marble dills have seen 
In flowing garments green 

The ocean nrmphs go by to Icing tire shepherds luck 


White arc their crags, and blue 
Ravines divide them tlirougn, 

\nd like a violet shell their cliffs recede from sight , 
IkVn tin then failed copes 
Fresh isles in lovclj shapes 
Die on the honton pale and lapse in liquid light 


Past that dim straitened shore, 

1 he Argive mother bore 

The boj she brought to 7ms, pledge of the golden fee , 
Here Delos, lit e a gem, 
bull feels Lolonas hem , 


A lordlier Iv aj.es ■ 



THE COLDE ' ISLES 


There mice, of Pcn_n lie 
Hid from the son s dear ere, 

Afd T2.HT1" still tt><' limp th“ h’sicier _nd the Jt 
^nd e» who, pcas’-c, =£& 

These naVer Cyclades 

Forges tfc* - 31s o f life, and nothing mortal UcL 

B-' many an gt >», n ran 
Puts oat acres th* m in, 

J Uu4s to leap on I_nd cad treed tha nag - c 
He coxes fir ell fn» to"l, 

\o reercr to thar salt,— 

Ih* J cs j- Coeiirg 05 if tloc~ still before. 

So n* cosicri, va il 
The s 0 — • ia-vj n3 cH3 

Pea on fc., tal, .aj Vo j the hcavea vr h clo J — 

it i we 1 isd'td it f j«, 

' * ' a t hixbg-r wh": 


THE GOLDFV ISLES 


The poet sits and smiles. 

He knows the Golden Isles, 

He never hopes to win their dills, their rouble mines. 
Reefs where their green sea rises, 

Tlie coldness of their caves, 

Their felspars full of light, their rosy corallines 

All these he oft has sought, 

Led lij his travelling thought, 

Their glorious distance hides no award charm from him , 
He would not have then day 
To common light dewy, 

He love: their master} but, and luds Lhcir shape: be dim 


Thev solace all his pun-, 

They animate his strains. 

Within their radiant glow he soon forgets tlie world , 
They bathe bis tomd coons 
In the soft light of moons, 

TH) leave his lingering evenings tender!) empcarlcd 



THE COLDS V ISLES 


\s one who walks all day 
•Uong n dusty xnj , 

May turn aside to plunge in some sequestered pool 
*nd so may straight forget 
His weariness and fret, — 

So seel s the poet’s heart those highlands blue and cool 

Content to know them there, 

Hung m the shining air, 

He trims no foolish sail to u in the hopeless coast, 

Ills vrsrori is enough 
To feed his soul v nh love, 

An 1 lie who grasps loo much rmj c\ cn hiiiiself be lost 

He knows that, if he \ nts, 

One da, the w ell v om gates 
Of life will ope and send him west*, ard o ur the i iu 
Then will he reach ere night 
Tli tl' ofhi delight, 

i ut tty > n u t foil until they anchor in the puc 



SUNSHINE BEFORE SUNRISE 
The ice white mountains clustered all around us, 
But arctic summer blossomed nt our feet , 

The perfume of the creeping sallows found us 
The cranberry flowers were tweet 

The reindeer champed the ghostly mo_s, and o\er 
The sparkling peak that crowned the dim nmi e 
The sky was violet blue, and loved by lover 

\\ e clung and lay half seen 

Below us through the valley crept a river, 

Cleft round an island where the Lap men lay 
Its sluggish water dragged with slow endeavour 
The mountain snows away 



SUhSmXB BEFORE SUNRISE 


One thin blue curl of wood smoke rose up single, — 
The on]) sign ofl'fc ihe tuIIcj gase , 

Bat where the fern roots and the streamlets mingle 
Our hearts a ere warm and brat e 

M) "rm was sound her small head swcctlj fashioned, 
Her bright head shapcl) as a hj acmth bell , 

So silent were we that our hearts’ impassioned 
Twin throb was aqdible. 

Alas 1 for neither knew the language spol cn 
Amongst the people whence the other came , 

A fer brief words were all vre had for to! en. 

And just each other’s nunc 

“ri/s Ine is f ureas this tine her* •« alwjon ” 

I said — Irtt saw 'be let the meaning slip , 

4 Jeg f'tltr Dee'!' I fdt mtt t V, " I Irej.u 1 
Anri •’nswered, lip to lip 

Oh 1 how the Jen let throLbirg of her lerom 
X «t, brd Me, crashed to mule in that embrace. 



SUNSHINE BEFORE SUNRISE 


While Hashes, hke the light through some red blossom, 
Djcd all her dewy face 

There is no night time in the northern summer. 

But golden shimmer falls the hours of sleep, 

And sunset fades not, till the bright new comer, 

Red tuonse, smites the deep 

But when the blue snow shadows grew ltUenser 
Across die peaks against the golden sky, 

\nd on the hill* the knots of deer grew denser, 

And raised then tender cry. 

And wandered downward to the Lap men’s dwelling. 
We knew our long sweet day Mas nearly spent, 

And slowly, with our hearts within us swelling. 

Our homeward steps we tent 

Down rugged paths and torrents mad with foaming, 
Willi clinging hands, we loileicd, blind with joy 
I thought a long bfe spent like this in roaming 
nevrr tne or doy 


Would 



SbASmi'E BLFOFE SU'^FtSK 


^i’ij ten- ti'c we saw before t> drearamg, 

Th~ rea roo*cd town wncrc »H her oajn had Txen, 
1 lifts bejo-'a, half 'had “a asd half glamnmg. 

Til* Vu* sea, 6*A»d with green. 

ih ' s’-ee' i» life and sweet is j-o th’s youHg pt_>tro, 
And s^eet the Erel t-» cn a gal s warn ch*e5 , 

S see then we botn care learnt a bro'-es fashion 
Eacs oiex s tongues to sped., 

*>rd n. r,j aij» aoJ n.g'us cf !o-e srd plc-s-rc 
Ha**« l_d thar r r_g-2T‘ chap'cU on Oar hair, 

\“5 rs_n, flours o r el jqn*n n c leircre 
Ha-e isaJ* c.r h-ts 'com f-r , 

f ’'e—rylr w,rr -hi- '5"h. e a place i» 

In aJ fc-r a v *i-; ca—'ogs- o'} "»r , 

/ !}h_ O"' <-.j o' < Jf- tram e-lt. .MC 



SONG 

TiiHtc’ia sleek thrush sits in the apple tree 
WVnit jicnms ill over uith rosy snow, 

And harl 1 how he opens hs heart to me, 

Till its inmost hopes anJ desires I know 1 
Blow, wind, blow. 

For the thmsh will flv vhen lie bloom must go 

O a fnud I had, and I loved him well 

And his heart was open and sing to mine, 

And it pains me more than I choose lo tell, 

Thai he coic„ no more if 1 laugh or p ik 
Friend of mine, 

Can the music Ihfle out of line like thine 1 



SESTINA 

Fra I n ip-ci»^raa.i.D=_62o 
Grjacje-T) da' - '” /V rzn/ 

I > Lit Pro-aice th» land o' Into _nd rose 
Air-c, great m_s cr o r (le loie of love, 

Firs r-70 J '-aXj-a to win hi» Uiy s heart 
s _rcs sV veil deaf trren >o'iple , rsL.vM he s~x> 
ird far h»rs 5 c b<* bro e th* bo &> of rhyme, 

And m h sabJci irea^-rc hid li . woe 

If ‘HUrjIns cned \*nj harJbtbewo* 
M- 1 j tfc_ er hs-ad-alcrt-elro-e 
I ' *ts <n h— th-' rarK her l — in rfevr* 

1 **» h r c* i-eae s~«de I** ,o cofbrc 



srsmA 


fwUiUa wild wood wthtwpl* he *»6 
•Who flumsyit i» nebbed ley* to cstVis tort 

It 15 not tout iihuimioMri fccul 

*.W jithc l fc, H' j«U V« v.oe, 

Or il in win soaooiowlj^e sing, 
2okV"»' 1 'W^ thwlnCdtfV conceits be rose 
To noWer heijjiti nf philosophic kn e 
And clowned tu hkf Ji m Stew* rhyme 

Tha thug slow i»\ owe thetnplf thyme 
Of hum who Wed h < \is' ond fMC'ona’c halt 
Tu alt lie nosing (limes of hate ml love, 
Hews to the midst M all its simp </ woe,— 

As some low! mom of iVtreh may bear j rose, - 
Thettoytesvf-' sang <! »' Assail* log 


Snuth of hi 5 nioflra lorgoe the Fi'odi min sing 
Of Lancelot aid of liilstod, the rheme 
That ben' so btoaSil e it ik tote of rosa 
ft Stirred the meet Tiancesca s gentle heart 



SESTJSA 


To tal e that kiss that brought her so much woe 
And sealed in fire her martyrdom of love 

And Dante, fall of hci immortal lore 
Stayed his drear song and softly fondly sing 
As though his wee biol c with that n eight ofivoe 
And to (his day we third of A mint s rhyme 
Whenever pity at the 1-ibonnng heart 
On foil Fiancescas memory drops the rose 

Ah sovereign Love forgi c this weaker rhyme 
The men of old chn tang n ere gient t limit 
Yet have ' e too known woe and worn thy ro e 



ON A LUTE FOUND IN A SARCOPHAGUS 

Te L A T 

W HAr eroded and scented sun girls, almond eyed, 
With lotos blossoms m their binds and hair, 

Have made their swarthy loicts call them fair, 

With these spent strings, when brutes w«l deified, 
And Memoon in the sunnsc sprang and cried, 

And lose winds smote Bubastis, and the bare 
Rlncl boasts nf cancn Taslit iccei ed the prayer 
Of suppliants bearing gifts fiom far and wide 1 
This lute has out-sung Egypt , ah the lwcs 
Of violent passion, and the last calm arl 
That lasts in granite onl), all he dead , 

This little bird of song alont sun wen, 

As fresh ns when its fluting smote the heart 
Last lime the brown dare wore it gurhnded 



SONGS FROM "KING ERIK’ (18/6) 

Autumn doses 
Round the roses, 

Shatters, stnp 0 them, head by head 
t\ inter pas es 
O cj the grasses 

Turns them jelW, brorm and red , 

Can a ltner 

Ecr recover 

When Jus sonirncr tore is dead ? 

^ cr the s vdlcvs - 
Tonr» to fohow 

In the noilfirsrd vahe of sprin- 
To re's 1 on 



solves rsov “KING ERIK 


With a sweep of his dark wing. 
As reluming 
liOve flics burning 
To those stricken lips that sing 


I bnng a garland for jour head, 

Of blossoms fresh nod fur, 
blj own lends wound their white anil red 
To ring about your hair 
Here n. *i lily, here a rose, 

A warm narcissus that scarce blows, 

And fairer blossoms no man knows 

So crowned and chapleted with flowers, 

I pray you be not proud , 

For after brief and summer hours 
Comes autumn with a shroud 
Though fragrant as a flower you lie, 

\ou and your garland, bj t nnd bye, 

Will fade and n liter up md die 



SONGS FROM “THE UNKNOWN LOVER ” 
(r$78) 

SofT she seems as ffoirer* tnd det , 

Mild as skies m summer, 

But let old lose change for new 

Shell wale with the new comer , 

All nod each 
She will teich 
la a fronard fashion I 

Le'-porris vrU 

Tear tl is child 
Kocscd to fire and jus >ion 1 

Cease (a chide n maid s desire, 

\ -»in jear h«t tn 'enouf , 



J0\« FRfiXr * THE l.NKNOU’N LOIEK 


You’ll but waste your threats and ire, 

5ihe will heed yon never , 

You may bind 
Storm and wind, 

1 on ma> curb the ocean, 

Bui in \ nn 
Strive to chain 
Woman’s mad devotion 

n 

Chloc is false, but the fire in her eyes 
Rouses her lovers with thousand sweet delusions , 
Ctclm is true, and, too tme to be wise 
Breads, like a dream, nil their amorous lllus ons 

Lovers are weak, and they ask not to know 
All that lies under the rose leases and tne laughter , 
Wisdom may call, but to pleasure they go, 
Cseha they honour, but Cbloe they run niter 



WITH A BIRTHDAY GIFT OF WEBSTER’S 
PLAYS 

Fuel' an3 Fnuxl ' Pause nhlc til- bells of Time 
Ring cot (hu great d union of jour days. 

And lot the cadence or thcce 'omlie plays 
i)e the gnre echo of their sitrir chime , 

And os job sl#» ly up to glorj dimb, 

Nigh CunbOg IS the lower thorny ways, 

Tal e «oLta from Ihe Cental wreath of bays 
That erodes ’t last tins weaiy tiro tv snbltme , 

JJu was a *0til vhrce Cain intcnutj 
Gbred, s’"aef«t, at the pi^umun that Mmds, 
Lnb'tcsed, till th" storm of<or>3 ar:ee 
Etui as Ifce paUer* aal rro—rtf-evi *■> a 
Xc'-ft m sleep, tin hi the vs.Ilt.re n?ds 
Swoop down nsd tear the brear ot tj repy r 



EROS 


V> iriin a forest, as I stnjcd 
Ear down a sombre autumn glade, 

I found the god of love , 

His bow and arrows cast aside. 

His lo-rl) arms extended wide, 

A depth of leave, above, 

H"rth o’ciarching hrvujhs he wide 
A place for deep in russet shade 

His lips, more red Ilian aoy ro»e 
Were hi e ft Hover that overflows 
With hone) pure and sweel , 

And clustering round that hoi) mouth 
The golden bees tn eager drouth 
Plied busy wings and feet , 

They knew, what ever) lover knows 
There s no such hone) bloom that blows 



LUBECK 

We sat in Lubcdi underneath 
Tie lindens of the nunstcr-cio 

Round ®j tic aty, still as doth 
W as gathered IT e a we 

The great rc 1 to ■ cr sprang over us 
Fir up a Core of sajph tc g1 0 * 

Mote Slot and dear a J Icrairnjs 
Than Eiglt v s mr“ r t ro 

fttffl f j) "JT of If" F dwe U’coc 
*5 ig tro~i it o d-ji 1 ' r ji of j ^ 
S' 1 v«i -c-cMH-gl tr J lc- f ~. 
AtiJ« tH t>es\. l M'j 1 It 



LUDECK 


\nd, whittling low, a goon-hcrd came, 

And led his flock across the grass , 

And then we sau a burgher dame, 

Demurely trading, pass 

We sucked the JUICC from tangled skeins 
Of currants, rosy red and while. 

And in the wind the ancient vanes 
V ere creating out of light 

And little maidens, too, came by, 

And shool tlieir tails or flaxen bait , 

Y» e held a conclave, small and shy. 

To taste our juicy fare , 

Then, wandering donu by mouldering lover 
We readied at last a little knoll , 

And there, among the pansy flowers, 

We read of *' AtU Troll 

How st cctly in the falling light 
The broad still nter, like a moat, 



LUBECZ 


Swung, with its water lilies white. 

And yellow bods afloat ! 

A little artier 1 bat such moods 
Make up the sum of happy hours , 

In uncongenial solitaries 
They come to us 111 a flowers 

So hy that afternoon to sleep 
Among your derrest pansy -knob, — 
The hashed herbarium where you keep 
Your heart’s forget me nois 



D G R. 

Master, whose very names have god like power 
Of song and 1 ghl ihunc, bemg his wl o went 
Unscathed through b'tanisg fiic omnipotent, 
Singing for men , and his who hour hj hour 
Stands m the imminent and splendid shower 
Of God's effulgence , and being lastly blent 
With the warm light and odour effluent 
Of j our own rhymes, our latest, lo\ cliest dower, 
hot in our own land could my unlnisx mock 
Yonr strength with homage of my poor May da) , 
The applause of circling pock scared my song. 
But here where twenty thousand thunders shock 
The violent air for leagues of dim sea way 

Surety my heart may spent., nor do you wrong 
OvtitJe Bergen H&rlo tr Avg 1871 



TO MY DAUGHTER TERESA 

TitOU hast the coloan of the Spring, 
The gold oflingenps triumphing. 

The blue of wood bells wild 
But winter thosjbu thy spirit fill, 

\nd thoj art wardering from as still. 
Too y r u ing to 1 m oar child 


^ c' lu-t tl j fleeting smiles confessed 

Thoi d> -w —id m jc!i <J» irM put 

Ti_thnr' )> r *sratht , 

Long I dml i-h nj'tcn jj* Inn 't 
CW Vj or divsr tbj Sf « nr U 
Id j-j — yrrll r -n p m 



Ml DAUGHTER TERESA 


Oh to cat bewildered soul, I natch 
The fwuttams of ihmt eyes, to t itch 
New finaes bubbling (hue, 

7o feel our common light, and lose 
Thu flush of strange c'Hctcil hues 
Too dim for us to shire I 


Fide, cold immortil lights, ind make 
This creature human for my sake, 
Since I am nought but city , 

An smgcA is too fine a thing 

To sit behind my chur and sing, 

And cheer my passing thy 


I smile, who could not smile, unices 

The nr of npt unconsciousness 

Pv«ed, with the fading hoars , 

1 joy in ci eiy childish Mgn 
Thit proves the stranger less divine 
And much more meekly oars 



TO US DAUGHTER TEPESJ 

I ''■oSa, one by logit s bo *ces, 
Through of r*wlt beaded trees. 

Tie el err Onoi se*, 

\va trows lie! soot tie dawn mil fiy 
In fee aaox. the nvea sty, 

tod gild the woodlands wet. 



ALCYONE 

•iOftNEl 

FHG BUS 

WHAT voice is (his that wails, above the deep? 
ALCVONE 

A life’s, that mourns her fate and loveless dsjs 
PH&BOS 

Wh&* 'o%c l’cs hvaseJ to *htsc »s'ti ways 3 
ALCtONF 

A husband s, burned to eternal sleep 

phccbus 

Cease, O beloved, cease to wail and weep ' 



ALCYONE 


A1.CV0VP. 

Wherefore ? 


nitrous 

The waters in a fiery blare 
Proclaim the godhead of my healing rays 


ALCYONE 

fto god can sow where fate hath stood to reap 


I'llOtBUS 

Hold, u ringing hands I tease, piteous tears, to fall 1 

Aid ONE. 

But grief must tain and glut the passionate sea 


pitcmis 

Thru, shall forget Ihrs ocean and thy wrong, 
An! I toll M«*s the dead, though past recall 



Alcio^r 


UCTOSC. 

W hat eaM thou pi c lo me or him m me? 
PHOT-Vi 

S name in «toij and a Lqht in «o"i£ 



THE WELL 

Like this cold and mens; fount 
Which forgets the sun at noon, 

Sees just stars enough to count. 

And a vision of the moon, — 

Where the hide stems wd leaves, 
Hound the edger of the v el J, 

Quiver, while the water grieves, 

At the tale it has to tell,— 

Vi here joar bnglit face, peering through 
1 ra *oft deads of falling Irnr 
i-ees a dim aaJ troubled xyw 
Of it own dear beaut; there,— 



THE H riL 


. 8 , 

Sach m> heart e,mi( lies 
\our dear image all day lonp, 

But ’tis stirred xuth fears and sighs, 

And its dimness docs j ou wrong 



PERFUME 

What gift for passionate lot ers shall we find * 
Not flo iters nor books of terse suffice for me, 
But splinters of the odorous cedar trie, 

And lulls of pine buds, oorj in the wind , 

Give me young shoots of nomatie nnd. 

Or samphire, redolent of smd and sea, 

For all such fragrances I deem to l>e 
Fir wrh m> sharp desires lo be combined 
Mj heart u like a poet, nho*c one room, 
heentiJ tti'h T-ataVn (hint and foe, 

Docd ro-e lea-fs, and spilt atiir, and old v me, 
From cuiUuW nindo-vs ga‘h«s us v.arm gloom 
ItoJi-d ab bat oat -a ret ) teture, ohm inclire 
Un t* ojght' anJ fane <. mirrtrd « ub mt 



VILLANELLE 

Little mistress mine, good bjc * 

I base been your sparrow tne , 
Dig my grave, for I must die 

Waste no tear and heave no sigh , 
Life should still be blithe for you. 
Little mistrcs" mine, good bje ' 

Id jour garden let me lie, 
Underneath the pointed jew 
Dig m> grave, for X must die 

We have loved the quiet sVj 
With its tender arch of blue 
Little mistress mine, goodbye 1 



V1LLANRILE 


That I still may feel 30a nigh, 
la )oji virgin bosom, too, 
Dig my giave, fur I must die 

T,et our garden friends tint fly 
Be llie mourners, fit and few 
Litllc mistress irnc, good bje ' 
Dig my {•rive, for I must die 



1 870-7 c 

The jmi that Homy Rcgmult died,— 

The sa<l red blossoming jeae of mr, 

All nations east the lyre aside, 

And gazed through curved fingers far 
At honor, waste, and vide 

Not one ntw song from overseas 

Came to us , who had ears to hear ? 

The longs of Europe s minstrelsies 

Walked, bowed, behind the harrowing ji 
Veiled, silent, ill at ease. 

For us the very name of man 

Grew hateful in that mist of blood 



We talked of how n=n life began 
To e-tilcs b> Ac eastern Hood, 

Mower girdled m Japan 

We dreamed of new delight begun 
In palm-cnareled Indian shoal', 

Where aen arc coloured bp the sun, 

And west out contemplative souls. 

And vanish one by one 

Wc. found no pleasure nnj more 

In all the whirl of Western thought , 
The dreams that whed our souls be To e 
Were burst III e babb'ea, and ttc sought 
*'en hopes on a nr* shore 

Trc -ren « ho sarg that yarn was sweet 
^waJJfed to s e th» mask nf death 
‘-torn li WiJi rma 1 tl •-ndcnrg Kt , 

T’-' tv’ kn tn. b u ig' t tip r r 1 ), 





The songs or pale emaciate hours, 

The fungus growth of years of peace, 
Withered before ns like mown Boa ers , 

We found no pleasure more in these. 
When bullets fell in showers 

For men whose robes are dashed ruth blood, 
What joy to dream of gorgeous stairs, 
Stained with the torturing interlude 

That soothed a Sultan's nuddai praj ers, 
la old daj s harsh and rude ? 

For men whose lips arc blanched and a.liitc. 

With aching wounds and torturing thirst, 
What charm m cans as shot with light, 

And pale with faces cleft and curst 
Fast life and lift’s delight? 

And w hen the w ar had passed, and song 
Broke out amongst us once aga n, 

As birds sing fresher notes among 



The snnshol woodlands after tun, 

And happier fonts prolong, — 

&o seemed it with the Ijnc heart 
Of human singers , fresher aims 
Sprang in the n ildcrmss of art) 

Serener pathos, nobler claims 
On man for hit best part 

The limes are changed , not Schumann non 
Bat Wagner is oar music man, 

Whose (lutes and trumpets throb and glow 
With hr*, as when the world began 
Its genial ebb and flew 

The great god Pan rcdeifinl 

Comes, hs-> old Viogthip to reclaim 
New hope , are spreading far and wade , 

The lands wfic 1 orged at with a flame. 
Tli* )tar tl at Rcjr"u!t dial 



DESIDERIUM 

Sit there for c\ci, dear, and lean 
In marble as in fleeting flesh, 

Abo\< the tall grey reeds that screen 
The nr a when the breeze is fresh , 

For c\er let the morning light 

Stream donn that foreherd broad ana white. 

And round that chcch for my delight 

Already that Gushed moment grow s 
So darl , so distant, through the r an hs 
Of sees ted reed the mcr flows 

S‘v'1 m to its oallo ■y basics ^ 

But w c cao neier hope to share 
Again that raptuic fond and rare. 

Unless you turn immortal there 



DES1DER VJil 


There b ao other way to hold 
Tnese trees of mingled jo> and piji , 

Like gossamer their threads enfold 
The journeying heart wiho Jt a stiam, 
Then break, -11111 p-iss 111 cloud or dew 
And v h.!e the ecstatic soul goes through 
Are withered in the parching blue 

Hold, Time, a little while 0i> glass. 

And, loath, fold up those peacock wings ! 
More rapture filU the j ears that pass 
Than anj hope the future brings 
home for to mono*- rashly pray , 

And some desire to I told to-daj, 

Eut I am siel for jcs'eriLj 

Since ses’crd-ij the hills were b'ue 
That st ill 1» gnj foroernore, 

And the f ir sen « was si 01 tl rough 
Vi ith colour re er seta M rc ’ 

Tyi — ric lo cmili-djc SiJav 



DE'HDEttnns 


And lo-ithe tenots of Ins snaj, 

But is a god again tij day 

Ah ' who will give us bach the past ? 

Ah 1 woe, that youth should love to be 
Like this swift Thitnos that speeds so fast 
And is so fain to find the sea, — 

That leases this n»i of shadow and sleep, 

T licse creeks down which blown blossoms creep 
For brent ers of tlx. horoetcu, deep 

Then sit for ever, dear, in stone. 

As when you turned with half a smile, 

And T will haunt this isLt lone. 

And uith a dream my tears beguile , 

And in mj reverie forget 

That stars and suns were made to set, 



THE SUPPLIANT 

1 V NEATH the poplars o’er the sacred pool 

The halcyons dart III c njs of care light,— 

I -it presage ' by the columns while and cool, 

1 11 watch till fall of night 

I crdicu-c the go-idea at the twilights breath 
" ‘U co ’lie v jili silver feel and biaidlees hair. 
An 1 all too s’anlcd tu decree mj death, 

Will hcarl.cn to my prejer 

**' c h-n at noon bj the f.nr. I go, 

TI e Io~.ly girl who near ll s fg tree '!;nd>, 
llay tu-r r i jr>o*e on •conj'al feet ar 1 slow, 

Tat 1 old c_ bo’h her hards 



THE HOUSLLEEK 

T* C 4 A 

GRiLs Iiousckck, v ho>c fur Inly lose 
Ismy white dose, 

Tier down from our slant tiled roof nnd see 
If in mj garden any flower or tree 
Groi s but for me 1 

Else will I scatter yellow peas, 

4nd at my ease 

Will woo ih> soft companion to my feet, 
And in the darkness of my safe retreat, 

Feel her heart beat , 

And shut her in a golden cage, 

And mock thy rage, 



THE HOUSELCEk 


Till thy red spiles of blossom da) b) dij 
Beneath the winds and autumn suns decay, 

And fade away 

Round bousdccl , squat upon the tiles ' 

For roues and miles 

Than ennst gvc far aDd aide , lool dot 1 n for roe 
And tell roe what th) cunning leaf cm see 
Ilarh though u be 

Tlic roses onlj Inc for prvk , 

The lilies d cil 

Became the tough moth troubled tlteir pure bells , 
Deep (loan a i thin the columbine's blue cells 
•Ionic sadness dwells , 

The jonquil* only breathe fot God 
\ foots cp trrxl 

IV hopeful 1 ceded pint) down to death , 

Tin 1 i-^McUe ovulatnb^b 
llti tie n ml )u aoas 1 realh. 



THE HOUSELEEK 


Only tie wokt I trust 
Surely she must, 

Being SO sweet, so modest and so fret, 

And knowing how I lo\ e her utterly. 

Be true to me? 

0 tell me houaclcch, thou urnt know, 
Saj,isitso> 

Then mav thy doaes pinl feet upon the saves 
Perth all day long beside thy patient leaves, 
While her throat gneacs 



M\ CWN GRAVE 

/«»/.» n / frotf Ho i an* 
tins all my life i done 
RfriB.li tli* ji'n-jnt can 

hca coll are breath an 1 limb, 
Anlejcsgiorn dim 

Befaw tli< t.We ln\ ,.ir 
Gro - ' dead to me prepare 
A etter f)' tnj face 
A iff? i* « 

V < r_i-e ro '.p'er lid tomb, 
''Mou c> <.u *■ l roam 
Fur b'an’"d or & 1- t If 

Tr» W6T 1 for,, - 



MV OtfN GRAVE 


In some sequestered spot. 

Apart, concealed, remote, 
Blown round bj multitudes 
Of breez) sioods. 

Broad si tea those my head 
Green turf my bods 's bed. 

And, flosvmg by m> side, 

A riser wide 

There let me too forget 
All sorrow, pain and fret, 

Made one with Bowers and trees. 
And blithe 111 e these 

Green spring, tnd sunlight shed 
On summer * golden head, 

Rich autumn warm with light, 
And winter white. 

Will bring, with vinous cheer 
The sweet resolsing year. 



MY O I % CRA\E 


\nd I shall rest Wow 
And 'caicc'j know 

Yet hapt) nhen there shoots 
March Ufc in crabbed root*, 

My heart shall wake to feel 
It nptitd steal 

Tb* nev Hedged buds shall bring 
Me solace when they sing. 

And sur tlv boughs tl at wiel 
Above m> ftU 

Anri when tb" bets in (tine 
Hum dreamily o r 3une 
While o er heaven on high 
Soft clouds Boat b\, 

Tl e lo-g sveel yia.s v ill fa It 
Vi 1 tr b-o m swathe" be l 1 
By m-Tj a t-h* ling tryth 
Of m~er L’ 5" 



JfJ OH \ GRA1E 


The men will whistle too 
Till twilight bnng!. the dc v, 
Then lea\c the fallen gnss 
And liomcu ard pass 

Their singing. Ion and sweet 
Vibration of their feet. 

The sense of jouth again 

\\ ill soothe mj brain 

With face and limbs and hair 
Dark on the mist} iur. 

The} II pass m) dreaming ejes 
When da) light dies 

An 1 e cr September s wind 
The dm tree shade has th nned 
W1 en ms! cs droop, and reeds 
Shahe out thur seeds 

When autumn sunsets mat e 
A gloi) through the brat c 



•IY OU V GRAl £ 


And down the woodland glades 
The amber fades, 

Some maiden limit on fre, 
Shamed with her nev. desire. 
Just waked to passionate will, 
And trembling still, 

U ill come to hide her fxce 
With all its girhbh grace, 

Where shining waters lave 
My gnxiinood grave 

Her wealth of shining tress 
And glowing chect will blcs 
The cool fresh blades that start 
Oat of mj heart 

There s lent, hutbe 1 alone 
No fa*c to vh'me h*r ov n, 
‘’he'll g” c her new tnrg brea. t 
O'- hojr of ret 



sir otiy c.ruc 


And I, perchance, who I non 
Son ell tlienial or woe 
Oflo\c, and oft bcloic 

Haie taught xt<s lore, 

Through struts of lose may gam 
Some skill to quell her pain, 

And send through blade and flower 
Some magic power 

Howe er it b», 1 1 non 
That lying there below, 

Mj quiet dii»t mil sin 
With 30) in her , 

That all her )onth will be 
Like noonday nm to me, 

Her beaut) like the sun 
Wher nr d"”e 


Then let them «h<*d tio tear 
Who hold m> m-mon dear. 



jin' ows cx-ifr 


But pat, and leave rat there, 

In woodUnd-ur 

Hemmed round b) birds anil bees. 
To hnunl the murmuring tree , 

V. hrn all this life is dam 
Beneath Uk »un 



EPILOGUE 

1 1 thou disdain the sacred muse, 

Ben ire lest Nature, past recall, 
Indignant at that crime, refuse 
Tlicc entrance to her audience hall, 
lieu arc list sea, and shj, and all 
That bears reflection of her ficc 
I.c blotted with a hud ess jnll 
OC \.n Hum red cor.nonplacc 

Thctnosing hen or, in rhjlhmic turn 
Roll, if thou watch thorn or refrain 
Tlie nmts upon the 'hou. in thjint 
Boat, htcdlosa of thj lo or t wn 
Not the), but thort, hast hud in \ am 
If thou art deaf and dumb and blind 



EPILOOl’l 


Parched m the heart of morning ram, 

And on the flaming altar numb 

Ah * desolate hoar ■when that dull he. 
When dev- and sunlight, rain and wind, 
Shall «ecm bat tminl thing 5 !o thee, 
Unloved, unheeded nndit ined , 

’Naj, rather let that morning find 
Thj molten 'OjI exhaled and gone, 

Than in a living death resigned 
bo darhlj still to labour 01 




